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THE CHRONICLE OF THE DRUM. 

Part I 

AT Pans hard by the Maine barriers, 

XjL Whocvt r will c boose to rt pair. 

Midst a dozen of wooden legged warriors 
Miy haply fill in with old Pierre 
On^hc sunshiny bench of a tavern 
He sits and h< prates of old wars, 

AnJ moistens his pipe of tobicco 

With a dunk that is named after Mars 

*1 he beeT makes his tongue run the quicker. 
And as long as his tap nevt r fails, f 

Thus o\er his favourite liquor 
Old Peter will tell his old talts 
Savs he, " In my life s ninety summers 
Strange eh mges and chances I ve seen, — 

So here s to all gentlemen drummt rs m 

rhat ever have thumped on a skin 

14 Brought up in the art military 
For ft ir generations we are , 

My ancestors drumm'd for King Harry, 

The Huguenot lad of Navarre 
And as each man in life has his station 
According as Fortune may fix. 

While Condd was waving the bdton. 

My grandsire was trolling the suedes* 
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11 Ah ! those' were the days for commanders ! 

What glories my grandfather won, 

Ere Ingots, and lacqueys and panders 
The fortunes of France had undone t 
In Germany, Handers, and Holland,— 
What foeman resisted us then 5 
No , my gn ndsirt was evtr victorious, 

My grandsire and Monsieur Turenne 

11 He ditd and our noble battalions 
The jad( fickle Fortune forsook , 

And at Blenheim, in spite of our saluncc, 
The victor} hv with M ilbrook 
The news it was brought to King l^ouis , 
CorbUu 1 how Ilis Majesty swore 
When he heard they had t ikcn my grandsire 
And twelve thousand gentlemen more 

11 At Namur, Ranullies, and Malphquct, 
Wue wc posted, on plain oi in treneh 
Malbrook only need to attack it, 

And away from him scamper d wc I rcnch 
Cheer up * tis no ust to be glum, hoys, — 
Tiswritttn sinct. fighting btgun, 

That sometimes we fight and we conquer, 
And sonu times we fight and we run 

11 To tight and to run was our fate 
Our fortune and fame had departed 
^Xnd so perish cl Louis the Great- 
Old, lonelv and half broken hearted. 

His coffin they pelted with mud, 

His body they tried to lay hands on , 

And so having buned King Louis, 

They loyally served his great grandson. 

“God save the beloved King Ix>uis \ 

(For so he was nicknamed b> some) 

And now came my father to do his 
King s orders and beat on the drum. 





* 4 So well did he drum m that battle 
*1 hat the enemy show d us their backs 
Corbleu 1 it was pleasant to rattle 
The sticks and to follow old Saxe 1 
We next had Soubise as a leader. 

And as luck hath its changes and fits 
At Kossbocb, in spite of dad's drumming, 

'Tis said we wtre beaten by Fritz 

" And now d iddy cross d the Atlantic 
I o drum for Montcalm and his men , 
Murblcu 1 but it makes a man frantic 
I o think we were beaten again f 
My daddy he cross d tlit wide ocean 
My mother brought me on her neck, 

And we earn in the yerr fifty seven 
To guard the good town of Quelx c 

11 In the year fifty-nine came the Britons, — 

Full well I remember the day,— 

They knocked at our gates for admittance, 
Their vessels were moor d m our bay 
Says our general, " Drive me yon red coats 
Away to the sea whence they come * ' 

So we march d against Wolfe and his bull dcyfS, 
We marched at the sound of the drum 

" I think I can sec my poor mammy 
With r\e in her hand as she wails. 

And our regiment, slowly retreating 
Pours back through the citadel g ites 
Dear mammy she looks m their faces, 

And asks if her husband has come ? — 

He is lying all cold on the glacis. 

And will never more beat on the drum. 


TUB CHRONICLE OF THE DRUM, 

My graadsire was dead, but his bones 
Must have shaken, I'm certain, for joy, 
Tp hear daddy drumming the English g 
From the meadows of famed rontenoy 
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" Come, drrnk, J tts no use to be glam, boys! 

He died like a soldier m glory , , 

Hereof a glass to the health of all drum boys, 
And now I'll commence my own story. 
£>nee more did we cross the salt ocean. 

We came m the year eighty one , 

And the wrongs of my father the drummer 
Were, avenged by the drummer his son 


" In Chesapcak Bay we were landed 
In vain strove the British to pass 
Rochamlicau pur armies command* d 
Our ships they were 1< d by Dc Gr isse. 
Morbleu ! how 1 rattled the drumstu ks 
The day we march d into Yorktown , 
Ten thous md of beef-eating British 
Their weapons we caused to lay down 


" Then homewards returning a ictonous. 

In peace to our country we came. 

And were thanked for our glorious actions 
By Louis, Sixteenth of the name 
What drummer on earth could be prouder 
Than I, while I drumm’d at Versailles 
To the lovely Court ladies in powder. 

And lappets, and long satin tails’ 


" The princes that dav pass'd lx fore us 
Our countrymen s glory and hopt , 
gfonsicur, who was learned in Horace, 

D Artois, who could dance the tight rope. 
One night we kept guard for the Queen 
At Her Majtsty s opera box. 

While the King, that majcstical monarch, 
Sat filing at home at bis locks. 


"Yes, I drumm’d for the fair Antoinette, 
And so smiling she look d and so tender, 
* That our officers, privates, and drummers, 
All vow d they would die to defend her. 



*7 


THE C&ROmCLZ OP THE DRUM. 

* *f f 

But she eared not for us honest fellows. 

Who fought and Who bled In her wars, 

She sneer'd at our gallant Rocbambe&tv 
And turned Lafayette out of doors 

Ventrebleu ! then I swore a great oath, 

No more to such tyrants to kneel , 

And so, just to keep up my drumming, 

One day I drumm d down the Bastille, 

Ho, landlord ! a stoup of fresh wine 
Come, comrades, a bumper we 11 try. 

And drink to the >ear eighty nine 
And the glorious fourth of July ! 

•'Then bravely our cannon it thunder’d 
As onwards our patriots bore 
Our enemies were but a hundred, 

And we twenty thousand or more * 

They earned the news to King I ouis. 

He heard it as calm as you please, 

And, like a majt sties! monarch, 

, Kept filing his locks and his kejs. 

"We show d our republican courage, 

We storm d and vie broke the grt at gate in, 

And wc murder d the insole nt governor 
For daring to keep us a waiting 
Lambesc and his squadrons stood by 
F They never stirr d, finger or thumb 
The saucy aristocrats trembled 
As they heard the republican drum 

" Hurrah * what a storm was a-brewmg ! 

'Hie day vf our vengeance was come, 1 
Through scenes of what carnage and ruin 
Did 1 beat on the patriot drum 1 
Let's dnnk to the famed tenth of August 
At midnight I beat the tattoo, 

And woke up the pikemen of Pans 
* "To fellow the bold Barbarous. 
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° With pikes, And with shouts, and With torches 
March'd onwards our dusty battalions. 

And we girt the tall castle of Louis, 

A million of tatterdemalions t 
We storm'd the fair gardens where tower'd 
The walls of his heritage splendid 
Ah, shame on him, crivtn and coward, 

That had not the heart to defend it ! 

01 With the crown of his sues on his head, 

Ills nobles and knights by his side, 

At the foot of his ancestors' palace 
*1 were easy tncthmks to have died 
But no when we burst through his barriers. 
Mid heaps of the dying and dead, * 

In vojn through the chambers wc sought him - 
He had turn d like a craven and fled 


•'You all know the Place di la Concorde? 

*1 is hard by the 1 uilerits w ill 
Mid terraces, fountains, and statues. 

There rises an obelisk tall 
There rises an obelisk till, 

All garnish d and gilded the bise is 
Tis surqly the gayi st of all 
Our beautiful city s gnv places 

Around it are gardens and flowers 
And the Cities of France on their thrones, 
f Each crow n d w ith his circlet of flowers. 

Sits watching this biggest of stones 1 
1 love to go sit m the sun there, 

T he flowers and fountains to see, 

And to think of the deeds that were done there 
In the glorious year ninety three 

14 Twas here stood the Alt ir of Freedom , 

And though neither marble nor gilding 
Was used in those day s to adot n * 

Our simple republican building 
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Corblettl but *he MfeEBTGUILWMTIW 
Cared little for splendour or show, 

So you gave her an axe and a beam, 

And a plank and a basket or so 

M Awful, and proud, and erect, 

Here sat our republican goddess 
Each morning her table wc dtek d 
With dainty aristocrats bodies 
The people each day flocked around 
As she sat at her meat and her wine 
'Twas always the use of our nation 
To witness tht sovereign dine 

“Young virgins with f ur golden tresses, 

Old silver-hair d prelates and priests, 

Dukes, marquises, b irons, princesses. 

Were splendidly served at her feasts 
VentrebUu ! but we pamper d our ogress 
With the best that our nation could bring, 

And dainty she grew in her progrtss, 

And called for the head of a King 1 

“She called for the blood of our King 
And straight from his pnson w< drew him , 

And to her with shouting we led him, 

And took him, and bound him and slew him 
‘ The monarchy of Europe against me 
Ha\e plotted a godless alliance 1 
I U fling them the head of King Louis, 

She said, * as my gage of defiance. 

“ I see him as now, for a moment, 

Away from his gaolers he broke , 

And stood a* the foot of the scaffold. 

And finger d, and fain would have spoke 
*Ho, drummer 1 quick, silence yon Capet/ 

Says Santerre, 1 with a beat of your drum * 

Lustily then did I tap it. 

And the son of Saint Louis was dumb ’ 
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“The glorious days of September 
Saw many aristocrats fall , 

'Twas then that out* pikes drank the blood 
In the beautiful breast of Lamballc 
Pardi, twas a btautiful lady l 
I seldom Ime look d on her like , 

\nd I drumm d for a gallant procession, 

- That marched with her head on a pike. 

M Let s show the pale hi ad to th< Queen, 

We said — sht 11 remember it well 
She looked from the bars of her prison. 

And shriek d as she saw it, and fell. 

set up a shout at her screaming. 

We laugh'd at the fright she had shown 
At the sight of the head of her minion — 
How she d tremble to part with her own I 

"Wc had taken the head of King Capet, 

We called for the blood of his wife , 
Undaunted she tame to the scaffold, 

And bared her fur nick to the knife. 

As she felt the foul hngers that touch d her, 
She shrank but she deigned not to speak • 
She look d with a royal disdain, 

And died with a blush on her cheek ! 

" ’1 was thus that our country was saved , 

So told us the safety committee 1 
But psha I I ve the heart of a soldier. 

All gentleness, mercy, and pity 
I loathed to assist at such deeds, 

And my drum beat its loudest of tunes 
As we offered to justice offended * 

The blood of the bloody tribunes. 

Away with such foul recollections ! 

No more of the axe and the block ; 

1 saw the last fight of the sections, 

As they fell neath our guns at Saint Reck 
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Young Bonaparte led us that day , 

When he sought the Italian frontier, 

I follow'd my gallant young captain, 

I follow'd him many a long year 

14 We came to an army in rags, 

Our general was but a boy 
When we first saw the Austrian flags 
Flaunt proud m the fields of Savoy 
In the glorious year ninety six, 

We inarch'd to the banks of the Po , 

1 earned my drum ind my sticks, 

And we laid the proud Austrian low 

44 In triumph we enter'd Milan 
We seized on the Mantuan keys , 

The troops of the Emperor ran. 

And the Pope he fell down on his knees.”— 
Pierre s comrades here call d a fresh bottle, 
And clubbing together their wuilth, 

They drank to the Army of Italj, 

And General BonapUrte s health 

The drummer now bared his old breast, 

And show'd us a plenty of scars. 

Rude presents that Fortune had made him 
In fifty victorious wars 
• 4 This came when I follow’d bold Kltber— 
*Twas shot by a Mameluke gun , 

And this from an Austrian sabre. 

When the field of Marengo was won. 

44 My forehead has many deep furrows, 

But this i the deepest of all 
A Brunswicker made it at Jena, 

* Beside the fair river of Saol 
This cross, ’twas the Emperor gave it; 

(God bless him 1) it covers a blow , 

1 had it at Apsterbtz fight, 

As I beat on my drum in the snow 
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4 'Twm thus that we conquer'd and fought 
But wherefore continue the story? 
There's never a baby id France 

But has heard of our chief and our glory, 
But has heard of our chief and our fame, 
His sorrows and triumphs can tell, 

How bravely Napoleon conquer d. 

How bravely and sadly he fell 

14 It makes my old heart to beat higher. 

To think of tht deeds that I saw , 
l follow d bold Ncy through the fire. 

And charged at the side of Murat * 

And so did old Peter continue 
His story of twenty brave years , 

His audience follow d with comments — 
Rude comments of curses and tears 

He told how the Prussians in vain 
Had died in defence of their land , 

His audience laugh d at the storv 
And vow d th it their captain was grand I 
He had fought the red English, he said. 

In in iny a battle of Spain , 

They cursed the red English, and praynl 
To meet them and fight them again 

He told them how Russia was lost, 

II id winter not driven them back , 

And his company cursed the quick frost, 
And doubly thev cursed the Cossack. 

Ho told how the stranger arrived , , 

They wept at the tale of disgrace f 
And they long d but for one battle more. 
The stain of their shame to efface. 

M Our country their hoides overrun, 

We fled to the fields of Champagne, 

And fought them, though twentymo one, 
And beat them again and again 1 
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Our wam or was conquer'd at last ; 

They bade him his crown to resign , 

To fate and his country he yielded 
The rights of himself and his line 

" He came, and among us he stood, 

Around him we press d m a throng , 

We could not regard him for weeping. 

Who had led us and loved us so long 

* I have led you for twenty long years, 

Napoleon said ere he went , 

‘Wherever was honour I found you, 

And with you my sons am content ! 

11 * Though Europe against me was arm’d. 
Your chiefs and my people ire true , 

I still might have struggled with fortune. 
And baffled all Europe w ith you 

41 1 But France would li ivt suffer'd the while, 
'Tis best th it 1 suffer alone , 

I go to mv place of exile 

To write of the deeds we have done 

“ * fee true to the king that they give you. 

We may not c mbrace ere wc ]>art , 

But, General, reach me your hand, 

And press me, I pray, to your heart ' 

" He call’d for our battle standard , 

One luss to the eagle he gave 

* Dear eagle 1 * he said f may this kiso 

Long sound in the hearts of the brave 1 
’Twas thus that Napoleon left us , 

Our people were weeping and mute, 

As he passed through the lines of his guard. 
And our drums beat the notes of salute 


14 1 look’d when the drumming was o’er, 

I look'd, but our hero was gone , 

We were destined to see him once more, 
When we fought on the Mount of St John 
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The Emperor rode through our files , 

Twos June, and a fair Sunday mom 
The lines of our warriors for miles 
Stretch'd wide through the Waterloo com. 

11 In thousands wc stood on the plain, 

The red coats were crowning the height • 

‘ Go scatter yon English, he said , 

* We 11 sup, lads, at Brussels to-night * 

Wc answer d his voiee with a shout ( 

Our e \gles wore bright in the sun , 

Our drums and out c innon spoke out. 

And the tbundenng battle txgu'i 

•• One charge to another succeeds 
Like w ivt.s that a hurricane bears , 

All da> do our galloping steeds 

Dash fierce on the enemy s stpiares 
At noon we began the fell onset 

We charged up the Englishman s hill , 
And madly we charge d it at sunset— 

His banners were floating there still 

» 

I I — Go to l I will tell you no more , 

You know how the battle was lost 

Ho 1 fetch me a be ikt r of wine. 

And, comrades 1 11 gi\t you a toast, 

I II gi\e you a curse on all traitors. 

Who plotted our Emperor s ruin , 

And a curse on those red coated English, 
Whose bayonets helped our undoing 

" A curse on those British assassins. 

Who order d the slaughter of Ney , 

A curse on Sir Hudson, who tortured 
The life of our hero away 
A curse on all Russians — I hate them — 

On all Prussian and Austi tan fry , 

And oh 1 but I pray we may meet them, 
t And fight them again ere I die.** 
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*Twas tints old Peter did conclude 
His chronicle with curses fit 
He spoke the tale in accents rude, 

Ir ruder v§rse 1 copied iL 

Perhaps the tale a moral bears 
(All tales in time to this must come), 

The story of two hundred years 
Writ on the parchment of a drum 

What Peter told with drum and stick, 

Is i ndlcss theme for poet s pen 
Is found in endless quartos thick 
Enormous books by learned men 

And t ver since historian writ 

And ever since a bard could sing. 

Doth each exalt with all his wit 
The nobk .art of murdering 

We love to read tht glorious page, 

IIow Ixild Achilles kill d his foe , 

And Tumus, fell d by IYoj ins r igc , 

Went howling to the sh ules below 

How Godfrey led his red cross 1 nights. 

How mad Oi landn slash d and slew , 

Tht re's not a single bird that writes 
But doth the glorious theme renew 

And while in fashion picturesque, 

The poet rhymes of blood and blows, 

The grave historian at his desk 
Describes the same in classic prose 

Go read the works of Reverend Cove, 

You 11 duly see recorded there 
The history of the self same knocks 

Here rougnly sung by Drummer Pierre, 

Of battles fierce and warriors big, 

He writes in phrases dull and slow. 

And waves his cauliflower wig. 

And shouts -< Saint George for Marlborow I * 
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Take Doctor Southey from the shelf. 

An LL D a peaceful man , 

Good Lord, how doth he plume himself 
Because wc beat the Corsican i 

From first to las* his page is filHd 

With stirring talcs how blows were struck 
He shows how wc the P renchmen kill d. 
And praises God for our good luck 

Some hints *tis true, of politics 

I he Doctor gives and st ltcsman s art 
Pierre only bangs his drum and sticks 
And understinds the bloody puit 

He cares not wh it the cause ma> bf , 

He is not met for wrong and right 
But show hnn wheic s the cm my 
He only asks to drum and fight 

They bid him fight, — p< rhaps he wins , 

And when he tells the stoiy otr 
The honest savage brags and gnns 
And only longs to fight once more 

But luck may change ind valour fail 
Oui drummer, Peter meet reverse 
And with a moi il points his tale — 

The end of all such talcs— a curse 

Last year my love it w is my hap 
Behind a grt nadicr to lx r 
And, but he wore a hauy cap 

No taller man, me thinks, than me 

Prince Albert and the Queen, God wot 
(Be blessings on the glorious pair f ), 
Before us passed I saw them not — 

I only saw a cap of hair 

Your orthodox historian puts 

In foremost rank the soldier thus v 
The red coat bully in his boots. 

That hides the march of men from us 
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He puts him there m foremost rank! 

You wonder at his cap of hair 
You hear his sabre s cursed clank, 

His spurs are jingling everywhere 

Go to ! I hate him and his trade 
Who bade us so to c nnge and bend. 
And all God s peaceful people made 
To such as him subscrx lent ? 

Tell me what find we to admire 
In epaulets and scarlet cous- 
in men, lxcause they load and fire, 
And know the art of cutting thro its? 


All, gentle tender 1 uly mine I 
The winter wind blows cold and shrill, 

Come, fill me one more glass of u me, 

And give the silly fools their will 

And what care we for w ir and wrack 
How kings tnd heroes rise and fall * 

Look yonder * in his coffin black 
There lies the gre itcst of them all * 

To pluck him down and keep him up 
Died many million human souls — 

Tis twelve o clock and Hint to sup , 

Bid Mary heap the fire with coils 

He captured manv thousand guns 
Ht wrote " The Great before his name , 

And dying oniy left his sons 
The recollection of his shame 

Though more than half the world was his, 

He died without a rood his own , 

And borrow d from his enemies 
Six foot of ground to lie upon 

* This ballad was written at Paris at the tune of the Second Funeral 
of Napoleon. 
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He fought a thousand glorious wars, 

And more than half the world was his ; 
And somewhere now, m yonder stArs, 
Can tell, mayhap, what greatness is 


A BD-EL-KA DER AT TOULON , 

OR, Till* CAGFD H\WK 1 

No more, thou lithe and long-winged hawk of desert life for 
thee, 

No more across thi sultry sands shalt thou go swooping free * 
Blunt idle talons, idk b< ik, with spurning of thy chain, 

Shatter against thy cage the wing thou nc er mayst spread again. 

Long, sitting by their w itchfires, shall the K ibylts tell the tale 
Of thy dash from Ben Halifa on the fat Mttidji v lie , 

How thou swept st the desert over, Uaring down the wild, 
HRiir, 

Prom eastern Beni Salah to western Ouad Shell f, 

How thy white burnous WLnt streaming, like the storm -rack 
oVt the sea. 

When thou rodist in the van ward of the Moorish chivalry , 

How thy nrm w is i whirlwind, thy onset i simoom, 

How thy sword sweep was the lightning, dialing death from 
out the gloom 1 

Nor les4 quick to slay in battle than in peace to spare and save,. 
Of brave im n wisest counsi Uor, of wise counsellors most brave , 
I low the c)t* that flashed destruction could beam gentleness 
and love , 

How lion in thee mated hmb, how eagle mated dove I 

Availed not or steel or shot ’gainst that charmed life secure, 

Till eunnmg France, in last resource tossed up the golden lure* 
And the carrion buzzards round him stooped, faithless, to the 
cast, 

And tlie wild hawk of the desert is caught and caged at last 
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"Weep, maidens of Zenfah, above the laden loom I 

Scar, chieftains of A1 Hroah, your cheeks in grief and gloom t 

Sons of the Bern Snazam, throw down the useless lAnce, 

4 And stoop your necks and bare your backs to yoke and scourge 
of Trance t 

'Twas not in fight they bore him down he ne\er cried am&n , 
He never sank his sword before the Prince op Franghistan , 
But with traitors all around him, his star upon the wane, 

He heard the voiu. of Allah, and he would not strive m vain 

They gave him what he asked them from king to king he spake. 
As one tfyal plighted w ord and seal not knoweth how to break 
“Let me pass from out my deserts, be t mine own choice where 
to go, 

1 brook no fettered life to live, a captive and a show " 

And they promised, and he trusted them, and proud and calm 
tie came, 

Upon his black inare riding, girt with bis sword of fame 
Good steed, good sword, he rendered both unto the Frankish 
* throng , 

He knew them false and fickle— but a Prince's word is strong 

• k 

How have they kept their promise ? Turned they the vessel's prow 
Unto Acre, Alexandria, as they have sworn e en now? 

Hot so from Oran northwards the white sails gleam and 
glance. 

And the wild hawk of the desert is borne away to France 1 
Where Toulon's white walled lazaret looks southward o'er the 

f way<?, 

Sits he that trusted in the word a son of Lot is gave. 

0 noble faith of noble heart 1 And was the warning vain, 

The teat writ by the Bourbon in the blurred black book of 
Spam? 

They have need of thee to gaze on, they have need of thee to 
grace 

The triumph of the Pnnce, to gild the pinchbeck of their race. 
Words are but wind , conditions must be construed by Guizot , 
Pish odt thy heart, thou desert hawk, ere thou art made a show ! 
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THE KING OF BRENTFORD J $ TESTAMENT* 

The nobit King of Brentford 
Was old and very sick, 

He summon d his physicians 
lo wait upon him quick 
They stepp d into their coaches 
And brought their best physitk. 

They ertmm'd thrir gricious mister 
With potion and with pill , 

They drench’d him and they bled him 
They could not cure h»» ill 
1 ' Go fetch, say s he 1 ‘ my lawyer # 

I d better nuke im will 

The monarch s Royal mandate 
I he lawyer did obey , 

Iht thought of six and cightpence 
Did make his heart full gay 
44 What is t,’ says he, 41 your Majesty 
Would wish of me to day ? 

“ The doctors have belabour'd me 
With potion and with pill s 
My hours of life are counted, 

0 man of tipc and quill * 

Sit down and men$l a pen or two , 

1 want to make niv will 

4 O er all the land of Brentford 
I'm lord, and eke of Kew 
I've three per cents and five per-cents , 

My debts are but a few , 

And to inherit after me 
I have but children two 

14 Prince Thomas is my eldest son , 

A sober prince is he, 

And from the day we breech'd him 
Till now— he s twenty three — 

He neter caused disquiet 
To his poor mamma or me, 
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•• At school they never flogg'd him ; 

At college, though not fast. 

Yet his little go and great-go 
He creditably pass d, 

And made his vear's allowance 
For eighteen months to last 

11 He never owed a shilling, 

Went never drunk to bed, 

He has not tw o ideas 

Within his honest head — 

In all respects he differs 

From my second son, Prince Ned. 

" When Tom has half his income 
Laid by at the year s end, 

Poor Ned has ne er a stiver 
That rightly he may spend. 

But sponges on a tradesman, 

Or borrows from a friend 

" While Tom his legal studies 
Most so be rly pursues. 

Poor Ned must pass his mornings 
A dawdling with the Muse 
While Tom frequents his banker, 

Young Ned frequents the Jews 

* ' Ned drives about m buggies, 

Tom sometimes takes a bus , 

Ah, cruel fate, whv made you 
My children differ thus ? 
r Why make of Ton? a dullard , 

And Ned a gent us f* 

“ You'll cut him with a shilling,'* 

Exclaimed (he man of wits 
" I'll leave my wealth," said Brentford, 

••Sir lawyer, as befits, 

And portion both their fortunes 
Unto their several wits * 
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" Your Grace knows best/' the lawyer &ud 
“ On your commands I watt** 

"Be silent, sir/ says Brentford, 

" A plague upon your prate ! 

Come take your pen and paper. 

And write as 1 dictate ' 

The will as Brentford spoke it 
Was writ and signed and closed , 

He bade the 1 iwycr leave him, 

And turn d him round and dozed , 

And next week in tb< ihurih\ard 
1 he good old K ing reposi d 

Tom, dressed in cripe and hatband, 

Of mourners was the chitf , 

* In bitter self upbraidmgs 

Poor Tdward showed his gnef 
Tom hid his fat white countenance 
In his pocket handkerchief 

Ncd‘s eyes were full of weeping. 

He falter'd in his walk , 

Tom never shed a tear, 

But onw irds he did stalk. 

As pompous, black, and solemn 
As any catafalque 

And when the bones of Brentford — 

That gentle King and just — 

With bt 11 and bo&k and candle 
Were duly laid m dust, 

•• Now, gentlemen, says Thomas, 

44 Let business be discussed 

41 When late our sire beloved 
Was taken deadly ill, 

Sir Lawyer, you attended him 
( 1 mean to tax your bill) , 

And, as you signed and wrote it, 

I prithee read the will ” 
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The lawyer wiped his spectacles, 

And drew the parchment out , 

And all the Brentford family 
Sat eager round about 
Poor Ned was somewhat anxious. 

But Tom had ne'er a doubt 

41 My son, ns I make ready 
To seek my last long home. 

Some cares I had for Neddy, 

But none for thu , my 1 om 
Sobriety ind order 

You nc er departed from 

14 Ned hath a brilli int genius. 

And thou plodding bum , 

On thee 1 think with ph isurc, 

On him with doubt and pain 
("You see, good Ned ' says Ihomas, 

4 ‘ W hat he thought about us twain ) 

41 Though small was your allowance. 

You saved a little store , 

And those who saw. a little 
Shall get a plenty more * 

As the lawyer read this compliment, 
Tom’s eyes were running o er 

44 The tortoise and the hare, Tom, 

Set out at^each his pace , 

The hare it was the fleeter, 

Tilt tortoise won the race , 

And since the world s beginning 
This ever was the case 

44 Ned s genius, blithe and singing, 

Steps gaily o*cr the ground , 

As steadily you trudge it, 

He clears it with a bound , 

But dulness has stout legs Tom, 

And wind that s wondrous sound 



BALLADS, 


" 0‘er fruits and 1 wers alike, Tom, 
You pass with plodding feet • 

You heed not one nor t other, 

But onwards go your beat , 

While genius stops to loiter 
With all that he may meet, 

' \nd ever as he w anders, 

Will ha\c i pretext fine 
For sltt ping in tht morning, 

Or loitt ring to dine, 

Or dozing in thi shade , 

Or basking in the shmt 

M Your little stt idy evi s Toni, 
though not so hnght ts those 
Dial rcsih ss round ibout him 
His fl islung g< nms throws, 

Are excel!* ntly suited 

I o look before your nose 

" lhank Hessen then for the blinkers 
It placed before your eves , 

The stupid* t arc strongest. 

The witty arc not wist , 

Oh bless your good stupidity ! 

It is vour dc irest prize 

•* \nd though my lands are wide. 

And plenty is my gold 
Still better gifts from Nature, 

My Ihonns, do you hold — 

\ brain that s thick and ht i\y, 

A heart that s dull and eold 

41 loo dull to feel depression, 

I oo h \rd to heed distress, 

Too cold to yield to passion 
Or silly tenderness 
March on— your road is open 
To wealth, Iota, and success. 
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*• Ned sinneth id extravagance, 

And you in greedy tuit ° 

{“ V ftuth, * says Ned. “ our father 
Is less polite than just ' ) 

“ In you. son loin, I ve confidence, 

But Ned I cannot trust 

41 Wherefore my lease and copy holds. 

My lands and ten< ments, 

M> parks my farms and orch irds, 

My houses ind my runs, 

My Dutch stock aad my Spmish stock, 
My five and thiu per cents, 

14 1 leave to you my Ihomas ' — 

(“ What all? ]X)or Ldwaul said 
“Well well I should h im sy» nt them, 
And lom s a prudent Ik ad ) — 

11 1 leave to you m> I homas, — 

To vou IN tki ST for Ned ’* 

Ihc wiath and constcrnition 
AA, hat poet e cr could trace 
That at tins f it d p issage 

Came o er Pnncc I oni his face , 

The wonder of the company. 

And honest Ned s am xze ? 

M Tis surely some mistake, ’ 

Good n ituredly cries Ned , 

Ihe lawyer answered gravely, 

" Tis even as I said , 

*Twas thus his gracious Majesty 
Ordun d on his death txd 

“See, here the will is witness'd, 

And here s his autograph ” 

“ In truth, our fathi r s writing * 

Says Edward with a laugh , 

“ But thou shalt not be a loser, Tom , 
Well share it half and half " 
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u Alas ! my kmd young gentleman, 

This sharing cannot be , 

Tis wntten m the testament 
That Brentford spoke to ihe, 

' I do forbid Prince Ned to give 
Prince Tom a halfpenny 

11 * lie hath a store of money, 

But ne < r was known to lend it , 

He never help'd Ins brother , 

1 he poor he nt er be friended , 

He hath no need of prop* rty 
Who knuws not how to spend it 

11 'Poor I d war cl knows but how to Spend, 
And thrifty 1 om to hoird 
Let JTiom ts be the stt w ird then, 

And F dw ird Ik the lord , 

And .is the hontst lahourcr 
Is worthy his ri w ird, 

" ' I pray Prince Ned, my second son, 

And m> successor dtir, 

To piy to his intend int 

Five handled pounds a v*ar, 

And to think of his old f ithc i, 

And live and make good cheer * 

Such wns old Brentford s honest ttstiment 
He did devise hi^ moneys for the best 
And lies in Bientfoul church in peaceful rest 
prince Kdw ird lived, and money nude and spent , 
But his good sire w is wrong it is confess d, 

To si) his son, >oung Thomis, never lent 
He did Young Thomas lent at interest, 

And nobly took his twenty five per cent 

Long time the famous reign of Ned endured 
Ocr Chiswick, Fulham Thentford, Putney, Kew, 
But of extravagance he nc er was cured 
And when lioth died as mortal men will do, 
*Twa$ commonly reported that the steward 
Was verj much the nchcr of the two 



THE WHITE SQ.UAIX. 


37 


THE WHITE SQUALL . 

On deck, beneath the aw ning. 

I dosing lay and yawning , 

It was the giey of d iw ning, 

I2re yet the sun arose , 

And above tlic. funm 1 s roanng, 

And the fitful wind s d< ploring, 

I heard the cabin snoi ing 
With universal nose 
I could hear the pissengirs snorting, 

I envied their disporting — 

Vainly I was courting 
The pie lsure of a doze ! 

So I lay, and wondered why light 
Came not and w itc hi cl the tw ihght, 
And the glmmic r of the sk> light. 

That «diot across tin deck , 

And the binnacle p d< and stt idv 
And the dull glimpse >f Ihi dead eve. 
And the spirks in fic rv tddy 

That whirled from the chimney neck 
In our jovial floating prison 
There was sleep from fore to nuzen. 

And never a star h id risen 
The hazy sky to spe ek. 

Strange company we harboured , 

We d a hundred Jews to lirboard. 
Unwashed, uncombed unbarbtred-*- 
Jews black and brown ind grt y , 
With terror it would sc up ye, 

And make jour souls urn asy. 

To see those Rabbis greasy, 

Who did nought but scr itch and pray 
Their dirty children puking — 

Their dirty siucipans cooking — 

Their dirty fingeis hooking 
Their swarming fleas away 
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To starboard, Turks and Greeks \*ere — 
Whiskered and brown thur cheeks were— 
Fnormous wide their breeks were. 

Their pipes did puff alway , 

Each on his m it allotted 
In site net. smoked and squatted. 

Whilst round their children trotted 
In prett) ph is nit play 
Hi cant but smile who traces 
I*he smiles on those brown fitts, 

And the prctt> pi ittling gr\ci s 
Of those >tn ill he itlicns gty 

Anri so tlu hours kc pt tolling 
And through tin ote in rolling 
Went the brm ' Ilx.ni bowling 

Before the bre *ik of d«i> 

Whi n A squai i , upon a sudden 
C imt o cr the wati rs scudding , 

And tin. clouds Ik gan to gather. 

And the sci was lashed to lather 
And the lowtrmg thunder grumbled, 

And the lightning jumjxd and tumbled. 
And the ship, and all the ocean. 

Woke up m wild commotion 
Then the wind set up a howling 
And the poodle dog a yowling, 

And tht cocks b< gan a crowing. 

And the old c ow raised a lowing 
As she he ird the tempi st blowing , 

And fowls and gre st did cackle. 

And the coidtge ind tht tackle 
Began to shriek end crackle , 

And the spr i> d islitd o er tht funnels. 
And down the deck m runnels , 

And the rushing water soaks all, 

T rom the sc amt n in the fo ksal 
*Io the stokers whose black faces 
Peer out of their bed places , 

And the e iptain Lv. was b uvling. 

And the sailors pulling, hauling. 
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And the quarter-deck tarpaulmg 
Was shivered*m the squalling , 

And the passengers awaken 
Most pitifully shaken , 

And the steward jumps up, and hastens 
For the necessary basins 

Then the Greeks they grouitd and quivered. 
And they knelt, and moaned, and shivered. 


* 



As the plunging waters met thurn 
And splashed and o\crsct them 
And they call m their emergence 
Upon countless saints and virgins f 
And their marrowbones arc bended 
And they think the world is ended 
And the 1 urkish women for ard 
Were frightened and behorror d , 
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And shrieking and bewildering, 

The mothers clutched their children ; 
The^men sang 41 Allah ! lllah ! 
MashalHh BisnulUh 1 ’ 

As the warring waters doused them 
And splasht d th« m and soused them* 
And thty called upon tlu Prophet, 
And thought but huh of it 


Then all the fleas in Jtwry 
Jumi*ri up ancl bit hki fur> , 

Ami the prog< ny of Jacob 
Did on the in un deck w ikt up 
(I wot those grtasy Rabbins 
Would never piy for cabins) 

And each nnti mound and jibbtrtd in 
His filthy Jewish galxrdint. 

In woe md Him ntation 
Anri howling consUrn ition 
And the spl ishing w i^r drenches 
Ihtir dirty brats md wenches 
And they crawl from bahs and benches 
In a hundred thousind stem he s 

This was the White Squall f imois 
\V hieh i itt< r l> o t re mu us 
And which ill will we 11 n in* mber 
On tht 28th Sipttmlxr, 

Whe n 1 Prussi in c iptam of Limt ts 
( those tight laced, whisk* r* d pr inters) 
C urn on the deck astonished, 

By that wild squall admonished. 

And wonrit ring en< d, * Pot7tause*nd * 

\\ it 1st der Stui m jetzt brausend ? 

And looked at < iptain 1 ewis 
\\ ho e ilnily stood and blew his 
C igar in all the bustle 
And scorned the tempest s tussle 
And oft we ve thought thereafter 
How he be u the stot m to laughter , 
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Vor wcji be Jatewr tils vessel 
With that* vain wmd could wrestle , 

And when a wnxk wo thought her, 

♦And doomed ourselves to slaughter, * 

How gaily he fought her, 

And tlirough the hubbub brought her, 
v And as the ttnipest caught her, 

^Oriedj " GEORGE » some brandy and water I " 

Attd when, its forte expended, 

The harmless storm was ended, 

And is tfu sunns* splendid 
C amt blushing o * r tlit sc i 
1 thought, is div was bioaking, 

My little girls wc rt w ikmg, 

And smiling and m tkmg 
A prayer at home for me 

*®J4* 


PEG OF LIMA VADDY 

Riding from C ok rune 
(I irntd for lo\dy Kitty), 
Came \ Cockm v bound 
Unto Derry tit) , 

Weary was his soul 
Shivering and sad he 
Bumped along the road 
Ix*ads to Limavaddy 

Mountains stret* h d around 
Gloomy was thtir tinting, 

And the horse s hoofs 
Mtdc a dismal dinting , 
Wmd upon th» he uh 
Howling was and piping. 

On the heath and bog, 

* Black with many a snipe m 
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Mid the bogs of blade, 

Stiver pools were flashing. 
Crows upon their sides 

Kecking w re and splislimg 
Cockney on the i \r 
Closer folds Ins pkudy, 
Grumbling Lt the road 
Lc ids to ] ?in wvlch 

Through the i lulling woods 
Autumn hriwld md blustei d, 
Iossing mu ml ibmit 
L« im s tin hm • »* nm^laid , 
\oml(i I i> 1 ough I oyh , 

Wind) i storm \v is shipping, 

C o\e ring w it >i imsi 

f ik« iiu! hon s md shipping 
Up md down the lull 

(Nkithmg could In bolder), 

I lot sc we nt w itli i i lw 
lilt (ding oil his shoulder 
W In re m hoist ■» eli mged? 
b lid I to the ladely 
Driving on the l>o\ 

* Sir u 1 mi widely 

Liim.! idd\ inn s 

Fiut i hum l>h but hou^c, 

W he re \ ou miv prtn un 
Whisk} md potato* s , 

I -and’ ortl it the door 

Gm s i smiling w* home 
1 o the ^hiv t nng vv ighls 
Who to his hotel come 
I indl ul> within 

Sits -111(1 knits a stocking, 

W it)i a w i-y foot 

15 d>> s er ulle rocking 

To the chimney nook 

Ilaung found admittance. 
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There 1 watch a pup 
Playmg wtth two kittens , 

(Playing round the fire* 

Which of blazing tuif is, 

Homing to the pit 

Which bubbles w ith the murphies ) 
And the cradle d b dje 

Pond the mother nursed it. 

Singing it a song 

\s she twists the w rusted 1 

Vp ind down thi stm 

1 wo nioie \oung one s p itti r 
( I wins \v» le lieu i s* t a 
Dii tit r or tittc r) 

Hoth h »\c moitl' d 1* gs 
Huth hi\t snubbi nosi v 

Ttothhm lie thi ho t 

Kindi} nit* rp «>< " 

* Sure you must lx lio/i 
\\ ith the sk * t and h ul s\ r 
bo will >ou h i\c. v>m punch 
Or will )ou havt sonic ik sti * 

Pnsentl} i mud 

hntt rs with the lujiioi 
(llnlf i pint of ile 

I rotlung in i lx ikcr\ 

G ids » I didn t J* m*\v 

What my lx iiing hi in me nt 
lie lx s silt 1 thought 
I ntcred the ipirtnu it 
'Vs six ennic she snnhd 
And thi <-rnili bewitching. 

On my word md honour 
Lrigh'cd all the kitchen 1 

With a curls*} m it 

Greeting the nt w comer, 

'Lovely, smiling Peg 
Offers me the rummer , 
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But my trembbog hand 
Up the beafker tilted. 

And the glass of ale 
Every di op I spilt it 
Spilt it every drop 

(Dimes, who read my volumes. 
Pardon such i word) 

On my what d ye call ems ! 

Witnessing the sight 
Of that dire disaster. 

Out began to laugh 

Mishs mud, and master 
Such a merry peal 

Spec idly Mi-jS Ptgs was 
(As the gl iss of ale 

'J nckling dow n mv legs was), 

*1 h U the jovful sound 

Of that mingling laughter 
Echoed in my cars 

Many a long day after 

Such a. silver peal 1 

In the meadows listening, 

\ou who vc heard the bill'. 

Ringing to a chnsttning , 

A ou who ever heard 
Candon prettv. 

Smiting like an angel, 

Sm png ' Giovinetti , * 

I anc> Pt ggy s laugh. 

Sued and clear, and cheerful. 
At my pmtaloons 

W ith half a pint of beer full 1 

W hen the laugh was done, 
lYg, the pretty huw\ , 

Mom d about the room 
Wondtrfully busy , 

Now she looks to see 
If the kettle keep hot . 
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Now sb* rtifes the spoons. 

Now s he deans the teapot ; 

Now she sets the cups 
^ Tnmly and secure 
Now she scours a pot. 

And so it was 1 drew her 



Thus it was I drew her 
Scouring of a kettle 
(Faith 1 her blushing cheeks 
Keddtn d on the metal *) 
Ah 1 but tis m vun 
That 1 try to sketch it f 
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The pot perhaps is lifce,4 
But Peggy $ face is wretched 
No ! the best of lead 
Anri of India rubber 
Nocr could deput 
1 h it sweet kettle scrubber * 

Si c her ho\ she movps, 

S. irer tlit ground sht touches, 
Airv i i f iv 
Gntf ful is a duchess 
Uiu hu rounded irm 
lillf In i tilt 1* g is, 

Visti i*> ii< \t i t'luAv d 
\nl It ' hkf to Pt gg> s 
Hr mlid i her h nr 
Soft her look ind modest. 

Sin i hit lit t!i waist, 

( omfortibl) bodiccd 

Till*. T do d< cl ire, 

Happy is tin hddv 
Who tlit Ik i r t can share 
Of Pig of t miavaddy 
M irric tl if sht wi n 
V't si would be tin. diddy 
Of the t luldtt n fur 
Ol Pig of I mm add) 

Biautv is not ran 
In the I ind of Piddy, 

1" in lw vond compare 
Is Pi g of I inm iddy 

C it'?en or Squire. 

1 on \\ lug, or Radi 
ca.1 would all desire 
Pig of I imavaddv 
Hid I ITomei s fire, 

Or that of i geant Taddy, 

M< etlv 1 d admire 
Pig of l imaiaddv 
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And ill! I expire. 

Or till 1 grow mad, I 
Will sing unto my lyre 
Peg of Limavaddy t 


MAY-DAY ODb 

But yesterday i naked sod 
The d indies sn' in d from Rotten Row, 
And c mtered u u it tu ■> nd fi o , 

And see tis done I 

As though twere b\ i wizard s rod 
A blazing arch of huid glass 
Leaps like a fount un from t he griss 
1 o wit it thi oil n 1 

A quiet green but ft w d ns since, 

With c title Inowsing in tin sh ide 
And here arc lines of bright in irk 
In order raised* 

A palace as for fany prince, 

A nre pavilion, such is man 
Saw never since mankind btgan, 

And built md glazed 1 

A peaceful plice it w is but now 
And lo * within us shining strtets 
A multitude of nations mu ts 

A countless throng 

I see beneath the erv sul bow 
And Gaul and Gurp m Russ md Turk, 
Lach witl his native hindiwork 

And busy tongue 

I felt a thrill of love and iwc 
To mark the diflert nt garb of each. 

The changing tongue the various speech 
1 ogethcr blent 
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A thrdU mothlnks, like His who saw 
u All people dwelling upon earth 
Praising our God with solemn mirth 
And one consent ' 

High Sovereign, in your Royal stite, 
Captaifts, ind chiefs, and councillors, 
Before the lofty p ikicc doors 

Are open set — 

Hush t ere you |>ass the sliming g\te , 

Hush l in thi he ivmg cui tain draws, 
And let thi Royal pigcant putv 

\ moment y< L 

People and prince i silt nci keep l 
Bow corona md kinglv crown 
Helmet and plume Ixjw lowly down, 

Hie while the priest, 
Before the splendid port'd step 
(While still the wondrous binquet st 1 v -•), 
From Heaven supreme a blessing prns 
Upon the feast 

Tlien onwirds let the tiiumph march, 
Then let the loud artillcrv roll, 

And trumpUs nng, and joy bells toll, 
And p iss the gate 
Pass underneath the shining arch, 

*Nf ath which the h afv i 1ms are green , 

< Ascend unto your throne, O Quern f 

And take your state 

Behold her in her Royal place , 

A gentle hdv , and the hand 
That sways the sceptre of this land, 

How f r ail and weak 1 
Soft is the voice and fair the face 
She breathes Amen to prayer and hymn , 
No wonder that her eyes arc dun, 

And pale her cheek. 
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, This moment .round her emigre's shores 
Hie winds of Austral winter sweep. 

And thousands He m midnight sleep 
. \t rest to-day. 

Ob f awful is that crown of yours, 

Queen of innumerable realms 
hitting beneath tin. budding elms 

Of English May 1 
« 

A wondrous sceptre tis to bear 
htrangc mystei y of God w Inch st t 
Upon her brow yun coronet — 

The foremost crown 

Of all the world, on one so fair * 

That chosi her to it fiom ht i birth, 

And bade the sons of all tin t anh 

lo her Ikjw down 

' The representatives of man 
Here from the fai \ntipodcs, 

And fiom th« subject Indiin s« as. 

In congress met t , 

From Afric and fiom Hindustan, 

From West* rn continent and isle, 

The envoys of ht r tmpiri pile 

Gifts at her feet , 

Our brethren cross the ^lantic tides. 
Loading the gallant deiks which once 
Roared a defiance to our guns 
, With peaceful store , 

Symbol of peace thur vessel rides * * 

Ocr English waves float Star and Stnpe, 
And firm thur friendly anchors gnpc 
1 he father shore t 

From Rhine and Danube, Rhone and Seine, 
** As rivers from thur sourees gush. 

The swelling floods of nations rush. 

And seaward pour 


The U S frigate “St, Lawrence.’ 
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From coast to coast in friendly chain, 

With countless ships wc bridge the straits, 
And angry ocean separates 

Luropc no more, 

from Mississippi ind from 'Nik — 
from Kiltie Gingts Tto&plionis, 

In 1 ngl ind s irk issi tnhlcd thus 

Arc fuend ind guest 

L,ook down the mi£ r hty ‘unlit uslc 
And s< i the sumptuous h vnqut t set, 
ihe brotlm hood of n ilions met 

Around the r t«u»t f 

Along tin dizzling rolonnid* 

I ir as the str lining i \t * in gizt 
Gleam eras-, liul fount un bell ind vase, 
In v ist is bright , 

And stitue* fur of n\niph md m ud 
And stincls uul puds ind Ann/ons, 
Wnthing md gi ipplmg in the hion/c. 

In endless fighL 

To deck the g 1 ori*ms uxif md clonic, 

1 o m iki the i Hu m u anopv 
*Iht |Hicclul liosts of industry 

I he ir stindirds bear 

Yon ire tht woiks of hi ihmm loom 
On such i mb ol lVrsiin timid 

% The dtsUt -\iab Ijows his held . 

And cries Ins pray or 

Gook yonder whf re the engines toil 

Ilusi l ngl ind s inns of conqm'st are, 

JTic trophies of her bloodless wir 

P>r i\ t 'it ij >ons these 

Yietonous o\cr w ivc and '■oil 

\\ ilii these she sills sh« weWes, she tills 
Field's the cicriasting hills 

And spins the sens 



THE BAU-ftD OF 

1 1 

> The engine roars upon its race, 

The shuttle whirrs along the woof, 

The people hum from floor to roof 

W ith B ibel tongue 
The fountain in the Ixtsin plavs 
The ch mting organ ei hoes eh ar 
An awful chorus *ti*> to heir, 

\ womlrous song * 


Swell, organ, swell lout trum]v t blast 
March Queen and Rovil pagiani march 
By splendid mslt and spungmg aich 
Of this f in Hall 
And see 1 aliovc the f ibnc v W 

God s boundless In m n is 1 m ndmg blue 
God , jx ictful sunlight s fx lining through, 
Ami shim ^ o cr ill 


May 1851 


THE BALLAD 01 BOUILLABAISSE 

A strf i r tlurc is in Bins furious, 

lor winch no tin me our lmguage }iclcK 
Rue Neuvc des Petits Oi imps its name is - 
The New Street of the I ittlc 1 iclds 
And here s an inn not rich and splendid, 

But still in comfortable, case 
The which in youth I oft attended, 

To cat 1 bowl of Bouulabanse 

This Bouillabaisse a noble dish i <> — 

A sort r r soup, or broth or brew. 

Or hotchpotch of all sorts of fishes 
That Greenwich never could outdo 
Green htrhs red peppers, mussels, saffron, 
Soles onions garlic roach, and dace 
All these you cat at 1 f rri s tavern 
In that one aish of Bouillabaisse 
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Indeed, a neb end savoury stew 'us ; 

And true philosophers, meihtnks. 

Who love all sorts of natural beauties. 

Should love good victuals and good drinks. 
\nd Cordelier or Benedictine 
Might gladly, sure, his lot embrace. 

Nor find a fast day too afflicting. 

Which served him up a Bouillabaisse. 

I wonder if tlic house still there is* 

Yes h< re the lamp i c , as be fort , 

I he smiling rtd checked ft at /ten* rs 
Still opening ovsters at the door 
Is JXkki* still dive md able ? 

I recollect his droll grimaci 
He d conn and smile luferi your table. 

Anti hope you liked your Bouillabaisse. 

Wc enter — nothing s changed or older 

“ How s Monsu urTLHKf, w titer, pray?’* 
Tlu waiter start s and shrugs his shoulder— 

" Monsieur is dead tins rn my a d ly M 
f It is tlu lot of sunt ind sinner, 

So honest Ifuri s run his rice * 

What will Monsieur r^juire for dinner?" 

* Say, do you still cook Bouillabaisse ? * 

♦ Oh oui Monsieur, ’ s the waiters answer , 
'•Quel \in Monsieur desire t il ? ’ 
m Iell me a good oik — " I hat I cm, Sir 
1 he C hanibertin with \cllow seal 

II So TKRRi f s gone I say, md sink in 
My old iccustom d oornt r-placc , 

M He & done with ft isung and with drinking, 
With Burgundy and Bouillabaisse " 

My old accustom d comer here t*. 

The t ible still is in the nook , 

\h 1 vanished many a busy year is 
This well known chair since last I tock. 



*rm bajuad or iwu b^a^msse 

When first I saw ye, tori iutight, 

I'd Scarce a beard upon my face, 

1 And now a grinled, grim old fogy. 

I sit and wait for Bouillabaisse. 

Where are you, old companions trustv 
Of early days here met to dine * 

Come, waiter 1 «quick, a flagon crusty — 

1 11 pledge them in the good old wine 
The kind old voices and old face s 
My memory can quick retnu c , 

Around the board they take then places 
And shore the wine and Bo uill ibaissc 

There’s Jack has madt. a wondrous marriage 
There s 1 mghing 1 om is 1 luglung vt r , 
There s bra\t Auousies duves Ins earn igu , 
There s poor old I Hi i> in the Gazett*. 

Oil Jamfs s head the grass is growing 
Good Lord 1 the world has wagged apace 
Since here we set the claret flowing, 

Aqd drank, and ate the Bouillabaisse 

Ah me 1 how quick the days arc flitting 1 
1 mind me ol i time that s gone, 

When here 1 d sit, as now 1 m sitting, 

In this same pi icc —but not alone 
A fair young form was nestled near me, 

A dear dear face looked fondly up 
And sweetly spoke and muled to cheer me 
— There s no one now to share my cup 


I drink it as the I ates ordain it 

Come, fill , and have done with rhymes 
Fill up the lonely glass, and drain it 
In memory of df or ol i times 
Welcome the wmc, w hate’er the seal is , 
And sit you down and say your grace 
i With thankful heart, whatever the meal is 
—Here comes the smoking Bouillabaisse ! 
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THE MAHOGANY TREE. 

Chris j mas is here 
Winds whistle shrill, 

Icy and chill 
Little cure we 
Little we fear 
We ither without 
«"lu lu red about 
I lu Mahogany I ret 

Glut on the bough'' 
lhrds of r irt plume 
S mg m its bloom , 

\ight birds in w» 
lb re we c 'roust 
Singing like them, 

Perdud round the stem 
Ol the jollj old Pec 

Here let us sport, 

Ilo>s, IS wt sit , 

I mg liter and wit 

I I islnng so free 

1 itt is but short — 

Whin we ire gom , 

I it th< m ‘•mg on 
Round the old tree 

I \t rungs wi knew, 

Hippv is thi", 

I aces \vc miss, 

Pleasant to sec 
Kind hearts ind true. 
Gentle and just 
P< kp to >our dust ! 

W e sing round the tree 

( arc, like a dun, 

L urks at thi gate 
Let the dog wait , 

Happy we LI be t 



THE YANKEE \ObLRTBERS. ' 

Drink, every ono t 
Pitejtp the coaH, 
nil the red bowls, 

Round the old tree I 

Dr mi wt the cup — 

Fntnd art afraid? 

Spn its T.ic laid 
In the Red S.*u 
M mtlL it up , 

I mpt> it yet , 

I ft us forgf t, 

Round the old tm 

borrows b»i,om » 

1 1 ft and its ills 
Duns nrid then bills, 

Bid m to tl» i 
< am* with tilt divsn, 

Hlut dL\il »pntr, 

I I nt us to Flight, 

Round tin ohl tuc 


711 B YANKEE VOLUNTEERS 

44 A fluigeon of the Unit'd St uc^ irwy s ijs, th it on mquutn? of the 
Captain of his company lu. found th it nnu tenths of the men had 
enlisted on account of some feimih. difficulty 1 — Morning Paper 

Yl Yankee \oluntccrs f 
It mikes my bosom bhed 
When I ^ our stoiv read, 

Though oft lis told one 
So- -in both licnmphertb 
The worm n arc untrue, 

And c m l m the Nlm , 

\s m thf Old onf f 

Wrhj*--in this company 

Of sixty sons of Mars 

Who march n# ith Stripes and Stars, 

With fife and bom, 
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Nine tenths of all we see 
Along the warlike line 
Had hut one cause to join 
This Hope I orloro ? 

I> setters from the realm 
Where tynnt \ onus rugns, 
You slipp d ht r wicked chuns, 

I lod ind outran htr 
And now, with sword and hcln 
1 ogethtr bindtd arc 

Bent ith the Stnjx inrl Stir 
Lmbroidu: d burner ! 

And is it so with all 

The w irnor* ranged m lint 

With l u t lit di/cn d fino 

And swords gold hilted* 

V on lustj c orporal. 

Von colour man who gnpts 
The flig of St irs ind Stripes— 

II is each been jilted * 

Com* each man of this line 
The privates strong and tall, 

“ lht pion< ers and all, * 

The fiftr nimble — 
Lieutenant and hnsign, 

C ipt u n w ith ep lulets, 

And Blackv tin ri, who beats 
lhe clanging cymbal — 

O cyrnbd belting black 
Tell us, as thou e inst feel, 
Was it some I ucy Neal 
Who caused thy ruin ? 

O nimble fifing Jack, 

And drummer nuking dm 
So deftly on the skin, 

W ith thy rat tat-tooing — 
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Confess, ye volunteers, 
Lieutenant and Ensign* 

And Captain of the line. 

As bold as Roman — 
Confess, ye grenadiers, 
However strong and tall, 

The Conqueror of you all 
Is Worn in, Woman ' 

No corselet is so proof 
But through it from her bow 
The shifts that she can throw 
Will pierce ind rankle 
No champion l cr so tough 
But s in the struggle throw n 
And tnpp d and trodden down 
Bv her slim inkle 


Thus always it wis ruled 
And when a woman simkd, 

1 he strong man w us n child, 
rhe sigL i noodle, 
Alcides* was befool cl, 

And silly Samson shorn, 

Long long ere you wt re bom, 
Poor Yankee Doodle 1 


THE PEN AND THE ALBUM 

44 1 AM Miss Catherine's book,' the Album speaks , 
44 I*ve lain among >ou r tomes these many weeks , 
I'm bred of their old coats and y ellow checks 


M Quick, Pen * and write a line with a good grace 
Conte ! draw me off a funny little face , 

And* prithee, send me back to Oheshum Place." 
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PEN 

° I am my master's faithful o|d Gold Pea , 

IVe served him three long ycirs and drawn since then* 
Thousands of funny women and droll men ' 

O Album * could I tell you all his ways 
And thoughts, since I am Ins, these thousand days, 
Lord, how your pretty pages I d •lin'ut. ! w 

Ai BUM 

94 His wa> s ? hi# thoughts t 1 ust whisper me a few , 

Tell me a curious anecdote or two 

And write 'em quickly off, good Mordan, do ,M 

n rs 

•* Since he m> faithful sc r\icc did c ngage 
To follow him through his queer pilgrimage, 

1 vc drawn and written many a line and page 

14 Caricatures I scribbled have and rhjmes 
And dinner cards, md picture pintomimes, 

And merry little chiklun s IkioUs at times 

" 1 \c writ the foolish f inc y of hi irain , 

I he aimlc ss jest that striking h i caused pam , 
lhe idle word that he d wish back igam 


" f vc help d him to pen Jnanv a line foi bread , 

1 o joke, with sorrow aching m his head , 

And make your laughter when his own heart bled. 

“ I ve spoke WLth men of all degree and sort — 
Peers of the 1 ind, md ladies of the Court , 

Oh, tpl I \e chronicled a deal of sport * 

•* Feasts that were ate a thousand days ago 
Biddings to wine that long hath ceased to flow 
Gay meetings w ith good fellows long laid low , 
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*' Summons to bridal* banquet* burial* ball, 

Tradesman’s polite reminders of his small 
Account due Christmas last — I ve answer'd all 

** t*oor H Diddler's tenth petition for a half 
Guinea , Miss Bunyan's for an autograph , 

So I refuse* accept, lament or laugh, 

** Condole congratulate invite praise scoff, 

Day after diy still dipping in my trough, 

And scribbling pages \fter pages off 

**Day after dav tin labour s to be clone, 

And sure as come the {xistman and the sun, 

The indefatigable ink must run 


14 Go back my pretty little, gilded tonu 
To a fair rfii^ticss end a pleasant home 
Where soft he irts gru t us \vh* nsoi u \\i come f 

M Dear friendly eyes, with const int kmdin ss lit. 
However rude, niv \trsi or pooi mj wit, 

Or sad or giv my mood, you wt lcomc it 

14 Kind lid> * till my 1 isl of lines is penn d, 

*My master s love grief, 1 lughtc r at in end, 
Wbeneer I write your mine imy I write fnend * 

" Not all are so that were so in past ye us , 
Voices, familiar once, no moie tu liears , 

Names, often Wilt, are blotter! out in teais 

"So be it —joys will end ind tears will dry 

Album * my ni ester bids me wish good bye, 

He’ll send you to v our nmtress presently 

** And thus with »Y\nkful heart he closes you 
Blessing the happv hour when a fnend he knew 
So gentle, and so gi nerous and so true 

"Nor pass the words as idle phrases by , 
Stranger * I never vmt a flattery, 

Nor sign'll the page that register d a lie ' 
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MRS, KATHERINE'S LANTERN , 

WRl rTEN IN A I ADY*S ALBUM. 

" Comino from a gloomy court. 

Place of Tsr ichtt resoit, 

1 his old limp 1 vc brought with me 
Madam, on its p\nts you 11 see 
The initials K and V * 

"An old lanttrn brought to me 5 
Ug1>, dmgv, bUUrtd black! * 

(Here a 1 uly I suppose 
Turning up a pretty nost ) — 

“ Pny, sir takt the old thing back. 

I ve no taste for bru a brae 

" Please to mark the letters twain'* — 

(I in supposed to speik again) — 

"(yraven on the lantern pine 
< in you tt 11 me who was shfe 
Mistress of the flowery wreath. 

And the imgnm beneath — 

The mystirious K I 

" Full a hundred years are gone 
Since the httle beacon shone 
From a Venice balcony 
There, on summer nights, it hung. 

And her lo\ers came and sung 
To their beautiful K K 

" Hush 1 m the canal below 
Don t you hear the splosh of oars 
Underneath the lantern s glow. 

And a thrilling voice begins 
To the sound of mandolins?*— 

Begins singing of amore 
And dehre and dolore — 

O the ra\ishing tenore 1 



jlucy’s birthday 


“ Lady, do you know the tune? 

AB, we all of us have hummed it t 
4 1 ve an old guitar has thrummed it, 

Under many a changing moon 
Shall 1 try it? Do RF Ml 
What is this? Ma fot t the (act is, 

That my hand is out of practice. 

And my poor old fiddle cracked is 

And a man — I lei the truth out,— 

Who s hid almost every tooth out, 

C annol sing as once he sung 
When he was. young as you are young, 
When he was young and lutes were strung 
And love-lamps in the casement hung 


LUCY’S BIRTHDAY 

Si* vi*ntfi n rose buds in a nng, 

I hick with sister ftowe-s best t. 

In a fragrant coronet, 

Lucy s servants this day bring 
lie it the birthday wreath she wears 
tresh and fair, and symbolhng 
The young number of her yiars, 

The sweet blushes of htr spring 

Types of youth and love and hope f 
Friendly h< arts your mistress greet, 

Be you e\er fair and sweet 
And grow lovelier as you ope 1 
Gentle nurseling, fenced about 
With fond care, and guarded so. 
Scarce you’ve heard of storms without, 
Frosts that bite, or j I 

Kindly has your life begun, 

A-d we pray that Heaven may send 
To our floweret a warm sun, 

A calm summer, a sweet end 
A 



6a 


BALLADS, 


And where'er shall be her home, 
May she decorate the place , 

Still expanding into bloom, 

And developing in grace. 


THE CANE-BOTTOM'D CHAIR. 

In tattered old slippers that toast at the bars, 

And a ragged old jacket perfumed with cigars. 

Away from the world and its toils and its cares, 

Tver a snug little kingdom up four pair of stairs 

To mount to this realm is a toil, to be sun , 

But the fire there is bright and the an rather pure , 

And the view I lx hold on a sunshiny d ly 
' Is grand through the chimney pots over the way 

This snug little chambtr is cramm’d m all nooks 
With worthless old knicknacks and silly old books, 

And foolish old odds and foolish old ends, 

Crack d bargains from brokers, cheap ketpsakes from fne&d5*, 

Old armour, prints, pictures, pipes, china (all crack'd), 

Old rickety tabli s ind chairs broken backed , 

A twopenny treasury, wondious to see , 

What matter? 'us pleasant to you, fnend, and me. 

No better divan need tht Sultan require, 

Than tht creaking old sofa that basks by the fire , 

And 'tis m underfill, surely what music you get 
From the rickety, ramshackle, wheezy spinet 

That praying rug came from a Turcoman’s camp , 

By Tiber once twinkled that brazen old lamp , 

A Mameluke fierce yonder dagger has drawn 
A murderous knife to toast muffins upon 

Long long through the hours, and the night, and the chimes, f 
Here we talk of old books, and old fnends, and old tunes ? 

A$ we sit m a fbg made of neb Latakie 

This chamber is pltasant to you, fnend, and me. - 
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But of all the cheap treasures that garnish my nest. 
Thetis one that 1 love and I cherish the best 
foe the finest Of couches that s padded with hair 
I never would change thee, my cane bottom d chair 


"fjjS a bandy-legg’d, high-shoulder'd, worm eaten seat, 
With a creaking old back, and twisted old feet , 

But $inde the fair morning when Fanny sat there, 
ribiess thee and love thee, old cane bottom d chair 


HI chairs have but feeling, in holding such charm*?, 

A thrill must have pass d through your wither d old arms 1 
F look’d, and I long d and I wish d in despair , 
t wish’d myself turn d to i cane bottom d chair 


& was but a moment she sat in this place, 

She'd a scarf on her neck, nnd a smile on her ficc 1 

A Smile on her face itul i rosu in her h ur 

And she sat there, and bloom d in tu> c me bottom d chair 


And I have valued my chair evci since, 

" ttke the shrine of a saint, or the throne of a pnnee , 
$amt Fanny my p itroncss swci t I clrcWr< , 

The queen of my he irt and my cane-bottom d chair 


When the candles hum low, and the company s gone, 
in the Silence of night as I sit here alone — 

1 Sit here alpne, but we yet are a pair— 

My Fanyy I see in my catfc-bottnrn d chair 

She comes from the p ist and revisits my room f 
She looks as she then did, all beauty and bloom p 
So smiling and tender so fresh and so fair, 

( And yonder she sits in m> eanc-bottom d chair 


PISCATOR AND PISCATRIX. 

LINKS WHITTEN TO AS ALBUM PRINT 

rAs on this pictured page I look, 

This pretty tale of line and hook 
As though it were a novel-book 
Amuses and engages 
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I know them both, the boy and girl a 
She is the daughter of the Earl, 

The lad (that has*hi? hair in curl) 

My Lord the County s page is. 

A pleasant place for such a pair 1 
The fields lie basking in tht glare , 

No breath of wind the heavy air 
Of lasry summer quickens 
Hard by you sec the cistk till , 

1 lit village nestles round the wall, 

As round about the he n its small 

Young progeny of chickens 

It is too hot to pact the kc t p , 

Io climb tht turret is too steep , 

My I-orcl the I arl is dozing deep. 

His noonday dinner over 
1 he posttrii-wardi r is aslet p 
(Perhaps they vc bribe d him not to peep) 
And so fiom out the gate they creep. 

And cross tht fields of clovers 

Thur lints into the brook they launch , 

Ht 1 \ys his clo ik upon a branch, 

1. o guarantee his Lady Ulanchc 
's delicate complexion , 
lie takes his rapier from his haunch. 

That beardless doughty champion staunch , 
He'd drill it through the rival s paunch 
1 hat question d his affection I 

O heedless pair of sportsmen slack I 
Yoti never mark, though trout or jack. 

Or little foolish sticklcbtck. 

Your baited snares may capture. 
What care has skr for line and hook? 

She turns her back upon the brook, 

Upon her lovers eyes to look 

In sentimental rapture. 
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t> lovmg pair 1 as thus I gaze 
Upon the girl who snules always. 
The little hand that ever plays 

Upon the lover s shoulder , 
In looking at your pretty shapes, 

A sort of envious wish escapes 
(Such as the Fox had for the Grapes) 
p The Poet your beholder 

To be brave, handsome, twenty-two , 
With nothing else on eirth to do, 

But all day long to bill and coo 

It were a ph isant c ilhng 
And had I such a partner sweet , 

A tender heart for mine to ikat, 

A gentle hand mv clasp to nuet , — 

I d let the world How at rny fttt, 

And ne^er heed its brawling 


THE ROSE UPON MY BALCONY 

^TrtE rose upon my balcony the morning air perfuming, 

Was leafless all the winter tirnt and pining for the spring , ' 
You adt me why her breath is sweet, and whv her cheek is 
* blooming 

It Is because the sun is out and birds begin to sing 

The nightingale, whose melodv is through the greenwood 
, ringing, 

WES silent when the boughs were bare and winds wcre*blowing 

keen 

And if, mamma, you ask of me tlic leason of his singing, 

It is because the sun is out and all the k aves ait green 


Thus each performs his part, mamma the birds hate found 
their voices, 

S e blowing rose a flush, mamma, her bonny cheek to d\e , 
d there's sunshine in my heart, mamma, which wakens and 

1 sing and blush, mamma, aid that s the reason why 

c 
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RONSARD TO HIS MISTRESS. 

* Quand vou« serer bicn vicille, au «soir it h ch&odelle* 
Amuse auprts du fen devisant et fiUnt, 

Oirez, (.hanLmt mcs vers en vous csmcrveillant 
Ronsard me celt- bruit du temps qvie j diois belle ” 

Some winter night shut snugly in 
Reside the faggot in the tnll , » ' 

1 think I see you sit and spin. 

Surrounded b\ your maidens all 
Old tales arc told old songs art sung, 

Old diys ionic back to memory , 

\ou say 1 When 1 was fair an 1 young, 

\ poet s mg of me * ' 

Then s not a maiden in vour hill 
I hough tired and sleepy ever so. 

But vv.akcs as you my n inie rceall, 

Vnd longs the historv to know 
\nd is the piteous tale is said, 

Of lady cold and lover true. 

Each, musing, carrits it to bed, 

Vnd sighs ind envies you 1 

* Our Inly s old and feeble now 
l hey 11 s iy she once w as fn sh and f ur, 
And yet she spurn d her lover s vow, 

Vnd hearth ss left him to despan 
The lover lies m silent caith, 

No kindly mate the lady cheers 
° She sits beside a lonely hearth. 

With threescore and ten years I ” 

\h 1 dreary thoughts and dreams are those. 

But wherefore yield me to despair, 

While yet the poet s bosom glows, 

While yet the dame is peerless fur? 

^wtet Iadv mine • while yet 'tis time 
Requite ruy passion and my truth. 

And gather in their Pushing prime 
1 lie roses of^our youth 1 



At THE CtftntjSH GATE. 
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i 

AT THE CHURCH GATE. 

Although I enter not, 

Yet xound about the, spot 
Ofttimes I hover , 

And near the. sacitd g ite, 

With longing <.)cs I vv nt, 
h xpectant of hti 

The Minster btll tolls out 
Above the utv s rout 

\nd noise ind humming 
riie> ve hush d the Minstci bell 
I Jk organ gins to swell 

She s coming, she s coming 1 

My Lulv tonus at list, 

I mud, and supping fast, 

And hastening lmhcr, 

With modest evts downcast 
Sht come.*- she s lu ri snt s past — 
May heaven go with her ! 

Kneel undisturhfd fair Saint 1 
Pour out your pr use or pi ant 
Meekly and duly , 

I will not ei^tr there, 

To sullj your pure pnytr 

With thoughts unruly 

But suffer me to pace 
Round the forbidden place, 
Lingering a minute 
I ike outcast spirits who wait 
And »e< hrough heaven s gate 
\ngcls within it 
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THE AGE OF WISDOM. 

Ho. jjretty page with the dimpled chib. 

That never has known the barber’s shear. 
All your wish is woman to win, 

Tins is the way that boys begin, — 

Wait till you conic to Forty Year 

Curlv gold locks cover foolish brims, 

Billing ami coomg i*, all >« ur cheer , 
Sighing ind singing of mulm/ht strains, 
UncUr Bonny be 11 * window pints — 

Wait till you conic to I orty /car 

1 orty tunc s over let Michaelmas piss, 
Grizzling h ur the brun doth clear — 

Tlitn you know a boy is m iss 
r l hen you know the u orth of i liss, 

Once you hive come to 1 orty Year 

Pledge me round, I bid ye dLcl ire, 

All good fellows whose bends are grev. 
Did not the fairest of the f ur 
Common grow and \\t insoim tre 
I ver i month wis pissed away* 

The reddest lips that cm i hive kissed, 

The bright* st ( \t s th it <*er hive shone, 
May priv and whisper and we not list * 
Or look awiy and mur be missed, 

Lre yet ever a month is gone 

Gillian's dead God rest her bier 
How I loved her twentv years syne 1 
Marian s married but I sit here 
Alone and merry at Foity Near 
Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine 
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SORROWS OF WERTHER. 

WERTHER had a love for Charlotte 
Such as words could never utter , 
Would you know how first he met her? 
She was cutting bread and butter 

Charlotte was a married ladv, 

And a monl man was Werthcr, 

And for all the wtalth of Indies, 

W ould do nothing for to hurt her 

So ht sight d and pined and ogled, 

And his passion boiled and bubbled. 
Till lie bltw Ins silly brains out 
And no more vv is by it trouble il 

Charlotte, having seen Ins body 
Borne btfon her on a shutter. 

Like a wtll condu~ti d person 

Went on eutting bread and butter 


A DOE IN THE CITY 

* 

Little Kitiy Lorimer, 

Fair and young, indvwttv, 

What has brought your ladyship 
Rambling to the City* 

All thi stags m C apel C ourt 
Siw h#r lightly trip it , 

All the i ids of Stock Exchange 
Twiggd hir muff and tippet. 

With a swe et pcrplevity, 

, And a inv story pretty, 

Threading through Threadneedle Street, 
Trots the little Kitty 
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What was my astonishment^ 

What was my compunction* 

When she reached the Offices 
Of the Didland Junction I 

Up the Didland stairs she went, 

To the Dicilind door, Sir , 

Porters, lost in wonciermtnt. 

Let her pass before, Sir 

" M idam says the old chief Clerk, 

“ Sure wt can t admit vc* * 

1 ' \Y b< n s the Didlmd Junction dted? 9 
D luntkssly oi> km\ 

"If vou doubt m> horn sty, 

J ook at mv rittip* Sir 
Up thi n jump 6 tlit old chief Clerk, 
Smiling is lie ui» < to her 

Kim at tin tihlc sit * 

(Whithc r the old (. h rk U ads her), 

*' 1 dt hvt j this, she s i\ s 
" As my iut and dttd, Sir " 

W hen I lie trd the se funny woicls 
( onii fioni lips •‘O priltv 
Ibis I thought c hoi Id suiuv be 
Subject fui a ditt\ 

Whit 1 ait belies st tg£jim T it* 

Sure , tlu more s the [i t\ , 

Uut I vc lost mv heal t to htr, — 
Naughty little kil IY 


THE LAST OF MAY 

r 

IN KLPLt TO AN IN VII VTTON l^lTD ON TttE 1ST, 

Hy fate's benevolent iward, 

Should I survive the, dav, 

1 11 dunk a bumper with my lord 
Upon tlu. last of May 



BLEAK AN0 BAKRfiN WAS T$E MOOR." 

That 1 may reach that happy time 
The kmdiy gods I pray, 

Tor are not ducks and peas m prime 
Upon the last of May ? 

At thirty boards, 'twixt now and then, 

' My knife and fork shill pi ly , 

ftut better wme and better men 
1 shall not meet m May 

And though good fnend, with whom I dine 
\our honest head is grty 

And likt this grizzled hi id of mine, 

Has seen its list of May , 

Yet, with i heart that s evei kind 
A gmtle spint gav 

\oti ve spnrig ptrennul in youi mind 
And round >ou nnkc iMij 1 


“AH, BLEAK AND BARREN WAS 
THE MOOR ’ 

Alt r bit ik md buu n was the moor 
Ah 1 loud ind pu lung was the stoim 
The cottage toof was sheltered sure, 

lbc cottxgt hi irth wis bright and warm 
An orjihin boy the lattice passd, 

And, ns ht marked its ehurful glow 
Flit doubly keen the midnight blast, 

And doublv cold the fallen snow 

They mi**ked him a he onw ird press d, 

W ith fa itmg lieait and weary limb , 

Kind \oictx bide him turn md rtst 
And gentle faees wt homed him 
The dawn is up- the guest is gone, 

The Cottage hearth is blazing still 
Heaven pitv all poor wanderers lone 1 
t Hark to the w md upon the hill 1 
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SONG OF THE VIOLET 

A HUMBLF flowts long Hint I pined 
Upon the solitary plain, 

And trembled it thf angry wind, 

And shrank Ik fort the bitter ram 
And oh 1 twas m a blessed hour 

A p issing wanderci chanted to see, , 
And pitying the lone ly flower, 

To stoop and g ithti uv 

I fear no more the tempest rude, 

On dr» ary heath no more 1 pint, 

But left ni> chrrrlcss solitude, 

To dick tht breast of C iroline 
Alts 1 our d lys ire brief it best. 

Nor long, I ftir, will nnnL endure 
I hough sheltered here upon a bre ist 
So gt ntle and so pure 

It draws the fragrance from my leaves, 
It robs me of my swceti st breath, 
And every time it falls and heivcs 
It \v irns me of my coming death 
But one I know would gl id forego 
All joys of lift to lx as I , 

An hour to rest on that sweet breast, 
And then, contented, die 


FAIRY DAYS 

Beside the old h ill hre -upon my nurse's knee, 

Of happy fair) d s - what t ties wt rc told to me ! { 

I t)i ought the \/mlcl was once— all peopled with princesses, 
\nd my heart would Ixat to hear— -their loves and thcDT d 
tresses , ' 

And many a quiet night,— in slumber sweet and deep, 
rhe pretty fairy people — would \isit me in sleep 



FAIHV PAYS. 
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1 saw them m my dreams — come flying east And west, 

Vftth wtmdrous fairy gifts— the new born babe they bless'd » 
One has brought a j$wel— and one a crown of gold, 

■And one has brought a curse — but she is wrinkled and old 
The gentle Queen turns pale— to hear those words of sin, 
$U& the King he only laughs— and bids the dance begin 

The babe has grown to be — the fairest of the land, 

And rides the forest green— a hawk upon her hand, 



\ 


An ambling palfrey white — a golden robe and crown 
Tve seen her m my dreams— riding up and down 
And heard the ogre laugh — as she fell into his snare, 

At the little tender creature — who wept and tore her hair 1 

9Ht ever when it seemed —her need was at the sorest, 

'A fffince in shining mail— comes prancing through the forest, 
A Waving ostncn-plume— a buckler burnished bright , 

seen him m my dreams— good sooth 1 a gallant knight 
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His lips are coral red— beneath a dark moustache, 
bee how he waves his hand— and how his blue eyes dash*! 

"Come forth, thou Piymm knight*” — he shouts in accents 
dear 

The giant and the maid— both tremble his voice to hear 
5kunt Mary gu ird him well •— he draws his falchion keen, 

The giant and the knight arc fighting on the green 
I sec them m my drcims — his bl idt gives stroke on stroke, 

The giant pants and reels— and tumbles like an oak ! 

With what a blushing grace —he f dls upon his knee 
And takes the lidy s h ind - and whispers You are free l" 

Ah 1 happy childish talcs— of knight ind f urn. 1 
I waken from my dreams— but the n. s ne’er a knight for me! 

I waken from mv dreams— md wish that I could be 
A child by the old hill lire— upon my nurse s knee ! 


POCAHONTAS 

Wfahitd ann and bioken sword 
Wige in vim the dtsperite fight 
Round hi 1 1 pi css a countless horde, 
He is but i singk knight 
1 1 irk 1 a c i y of tnuniph shrill 
Ihtough the wildcim ss resounds, 
As with twenty bleeding wounds, 
Sinks the warrior, fighting* still 

Now thev hcip thi fatal pyre, 

And the torch of deith they light , 
Ah ! tis hard to die of fire ■ ! 

Who will shield the capti\e knight l 
Round the stike with fiendish ery * 
Whitl ind dance the savage crowj 
Cold tht Mctirn s mien and prou4 
\nd his breast is bared to die J 



ntOM POCAHONTAS, 


Whb wtU shield the fearless heart ? 

Who avert the murderous blade ? 
From the throng, with sudden start, 
See there springs an Indian maid 
Quick she stands before the knight 
" Loose the chain, unbind the ring , 
r am diughter of the King 
And I claim the Indian right * ' 

Dauntlcssly aside she flings 
Lifted ave and thirsty knife , 

Fondly to his hcait she clings, 

\nd her bosom guaids his life 1 
In the woods of Po.vhatt in, 

Still tis told by lnrlnn flits, 

How a diughtor of thi lr sires 
Saved the eiptuc Lnglishm in 


FROM POCAHONTAS 

Retlrning from the cruel fight 
How pa’c and f unt app< ars my knight ! 

He sees me anxious at Ins side , 

“Why seek my love, your wounds to hide ? 
Or deem >our Fnglish girl afraid 
To cinul ite the Indian maid t 

Be nunr my huslnnd s grief to cheer, 

In peril to be ever near , 

W r hate er of ill or woe betide, 
l o bear it clinging at his side , 

I he poisoned stroke of fate to waid, 

His bosom w ith my own to guard 
Ah * could it spare a pang to his, 

It could not know a purer bliss ! 

Twould gladden as it felt the smart 
And thank the hand that flung the dart 1 
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BILLADS, 


The Poet 
describes the 
city and spel 
hngofKiow, 
Kioff, or 
Kiova 


Its build 
incpi, public 
works, and 
ordinances, 
religious 

and civil 


THE LEGEND OF ST SOPHIA 

1 OF KIOFF . 

AN FPIC POEM, IN TWENTY BOOKS 

I 

thousand yenrs ago, or more 
A city fiUi (1 with burghi is stout 
And girt with ramparts round about, 

Stood on the rotkj Dn leper short 
Id armour bright, by chy and night, 

I he scnliics they pired to ind fro 
Well guardid and w died was ti i* town, and called 
By different n inn s, I d h i\e you to know , 

I or if >ou looks in the g ogi tphy books, 

In those diction uu s the n ime it vanes, ' 

And they write it off Kicff or Kioff 

Kiova or Kiow. 

II 

Thus guarded without by w ill and redoubt, 

Kiova withm w is a plau of renown 
With moie idvantagcs th in in those dark ages 
Were commonly known to belong to a town 
There wert pi ices and squares, and each year four 
fairs, 

And rtgulir aldermen ind regular lord mayors. 

And streets and alU>s, ind a bishops pilace , 

And a church with clocks for the orthodox— 

With elo ks and with spires ns religion desires , 

And beadles to whip the bad little boys 
Over their poor little corduroys, 

In service time, when they didn t make a noise 
And a ch ipter and dc in and i cathedral green 
With ancient trees, underneath whose shades 
Wandered nice young nursery-maids 
Ding dong ding dong ding ding-a ring ding, 

The bells thiy nnde i meriv merry nng 
Trom the till tall steeple , and all the people 
(Except the Jews) came and filled the pews— 
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Tfifc GREAT COSSACK EPIC. 

** 

Poles, Russians* and Germans, 

To hear the sermons 

Which Hyacinth preached to those Germans and 
Poles 

" For the safety of their souls 


A worthy pnest he was and a stout — 
You've seldom looked on such a one , 
For, though he fasti d thrice m a wuk f 
Yet nevertheless his skm was slct k , 

His waist it spanned two ) irds alxmt, 
And he weighed a scoic of stone 


A worthy priest for fasting and praver 
And mortification most deserving 
And as for preaching beyond compare 
He’d exert his powirs for thiec or four hours 
With greitcr pith thm Sydney Sn ith 
Or the Reverend Edward Ii\mg 


He was the Prior o # Saint Sophia 
JA Cockney rhyme, but no lx ttcr I know)— 

Of Saint Sophia, th it Church m Kiow, 

Built by missionaries I can t tell when , 

Who by their discussions lornerted the Russians, 
And made them ( hnsti in men 


Sainted Sophia (so the lcgi nd vows) 

With special fa\our did rtgard this house , 

* And to uphold htr converts new devotion 
Her Statue (needing but her legs for her ship) 
t Walks of itself across the Gi rman Ocean , 

9 > And of a sudden perches 

In this the best of churches, 

Whither all Kiovites come and pay it grateful worship 


Thfc Poet 
shows how 
a certain 
priest dwelt 
at Kioff, a 
godly clergy* 
man, and 
one that 
pn ached 
rare good 
sermons. 

How this 
priest w os 
short and fat 
of body 


And like 
unto the 
author of 
" Plymlrys 
Letter* ” 


Of what con- 
sult he was 
pnoi, and 
when the 
convent 
w ts built 


Of Saint 
Sophia of 
Kioff, and 
how her 
statue mira- 
culously 
travelled 
thither 



*3 

BALLADS 


VII 

And How 

Kio/T should 
hav<* l>een a 
hippy city , 
but that 

Thus with her patron-saints and pious preachers 
Recorded here in catalogue precise, 

A goodly city worthy magistritts, 

You would have thought in all the Russian stale 
Hie citizens the h ippiest of all creatures,' ■— 

Hie town itself a perfect Paradise 

Ctrtam 
wtrked Co 
sacks did 
besiege it, 

No ills t this will built u tv 

Wis in i p« rpctuil fidget f 

1 or tlit I irt ir , without ( tty, 

Did remorscksslv hcsiegt it. 


7 trt irs fierce with swords and sabres 

Huns and l ui kfi md sue h is these, 

Cnv it d nun h the u pi u t ful neighbours 

By the blue Hor> stlic nes 

M untiring 

thi (iiiztiis. 

Down they cime these luthless Russians, 

\ loin thur steppes and woods, and fens, 

I or to U vy contributions 

On the jxaecfuJ uti/ens 


W ml* r Summt r, Spring md Autumn, < 
Down they emu to p* iceful Kudf 

Killi d the burghers when tin) e aught ’em, 
If the ir lives th< ) would not buy off 

tTnril they 
Agretd to f 
pay itnbutr 
y«ruh 

I ill thi city, quite confound* d 

B) the raviges the \ made 

Humbly with the ir chu f compounded 

And a >t irl) tribute pud 

How they 
p ud (Ht 
tribute iful 
then sud 
denh r< 
fused it, 

To the 
wondei of 
thelo^s-uk 
envoy 

Which (because thur courage hx was) 

I hey discharged while they we.o able 

7 oleratt d thus the ta\ w as 

1 ill it grew intolerable, 

Ami the Calniuc envov sent, 

As before to take their dues all, 

Got to his astonishment, 

A unanimous refusal 1 



rm GREAT COSSACK EPIC 

*' Men of KioflT* ” thus courageous. 

Did the stout Lord Mayor harangue them, 
f “Wherefore pay the sneaking wages 
To the hectoring Russians t hang them ’ 


” Hark 1 I hear the awful erv of 
Qur forefathers in thtir graves , 
" 1 Fight, ye citizens of Kioff 1 
Kioff was not made for si ives ' 


“All too long ha\c ve betra>ed her , 
Rouse, ye men and aldtrinen, 
Send the insolent mvadt r— 

Send him starving bak again 


7 ? 

Of a mighty 

gallant 

speech 


7 hat the 
Lord Mayor 
made, 


r xhorting 
the buigHers 
to (*y no 
longer 


I\ 

He spoke and he s it down , the people of t’u town Of their * 
Who wcr lire d with a br ive c mulatiou th ml s and 

How rose with one accord, md voted tuanks unto the rc 
i *» Lord w 

Mayor for his oration 


The envoy they dismissed never placing m his fist 
So much as i single shilling , 

AfidUn with eour ige filed, is his Lordship he desired, 
*Jtt once set about tht u drilling 


They dismiss 
the envoy, 
and set about 
drilling 


Then every city ward established a gu ud 
Diurnal and nocturnal 

Militia volunteeis, light drtgoons, and bombardiers, 
With an alderman for colund 


Of the City 
giprd Viz 
militia, 
dragoons, 
and bom bar* 
• du.rs r «md 

There was muster ami roll calls, and ri pairing c ty walls, their com 
And filling up of fossi s nunders 

And the captains and the majors, so g diant and Of the 

courageous, m yor* and 

Ending about on their hosst s captains, 


To be guarded at all hour- they built themselves watch Thefortifi- 
towers, cation* and 

With every tower a nnn on, art try 

And surely and secure, each from out his embrasure, 

Looked cfopn the iron cannon ' 



8o 


BALLADS 


Of (He coo 
duct of the 
tutors and 
the clergy* 


Of the ladies 


And, fin- 
ally, of the 
taylors 


Of the Cos 
stick chief, 
—his stra- 
tagem, 


And the bur 
ghers slJlie 
vlctorie 


What pi iso- 
ners they 
took* 


A battle-song was writ for the theatre, where H 
Was Stuig with vast energy 

And rapturous applause , and besides, the public ciuse 
Was supported by the clergy 

The pretty ladies’ maids were pinning of cockades. 

And tying on of sashes , 

And dropping gi ntle tears, while their lovers bluster'd 
fif rcc 

About gunshot ind gashes , 

The ladies took thr hint and all day were scraping lint, 
As lx camo thur softer gendt rs , 

And got hand iges and lx d c foi thi hurts and for the heads 
Of the c ity s bra\e difi nders 

The nn n both young and old felt rcsolatc and bold, \ 
And panted hot foi gloiy , 

Even the tutors gan to brag, and embroidered on their 
flig. 

** AUT WJhCERL \lil MORI ” 


Seeing the utv s resolute vondition, 

Ihi C ossuh chief too cunning to despise it, 

S ud to himself ' Not h wing ammunition 
Wherewith to bitter the plact in proptr form, 
Some of the sc nights 1 11 carr> it b\ stoim, 

And smld< n escal id*. it oi surprise it 

n Lets sec, how tier, if the uts stmd firmish " 

« lie todi up to llu city gates , for answers, 

Out rushed in eager troop of the town ihte , 

And straightway did begin a gallant skirmish 
The Cossack hereupon did sound retreat, 

Leaving the victory with the city lancer* 

Thty took two prison*. rs and as manv hotscs, 

And the whole town grew quickly so elate 
With tins smill wetory of their urgin forces, 

Hiat thty did deem thtir pmates and commands 
So many Cjlwts Pompcys, Alexanders, 
Napoleons, or 1 rcdencks the Great 
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And puffing, with inordinate conceit 
They utterly despised these Cossack tbiev#j 
And thought the ruffians easier to beat 
Then porters carpets think, or ushers tioys. 
Meanwhile, a sly spectator of their joys, 

The Cossack captain giggled m his sleeves 


“Whene’er you meet >on stupid uty hogs ' 

(|ie bade his troops precise this order keep), 
“Don’t stand a moment— run iway, you dogs 1 " 
Tvvas done , and when tlnv iml the town bittilions, 
The Cossacks, as if frighuncd it thur \ dunce, 
Turned tail, and bolted like so miny shu p 


Tlicy fled, obedient to thur captim s order 
And now this bloodless sugc a month h id lasted, 
When, viewing the country lound the cit> warder 
(Who, like a faithful woatherioik did peieh 
Upon the steeple of S tint Sophy s chinch), 

Sudden his trumpet took, and \ mighty blist he 
blasted. 


His voice it might lx he ird through ill the streets 
(He was a wirdtr wondious strong in lung), 

“Victory, victory’ the foe retre Us 1 
u TheJoc retreats » e ich ci ics to eat h he mu ts , 
“TheToe retreats ! ” each in Ins turn re pc its 
Gods ! how the guns did roar ind how the joy bells 
rung’ 


Arming in haste his gallant city lancus, 

The Mayor, to lctrn if tiue the news might be, 

A l$&guc or two out ssued with his printers 
The Cossacks (something hid given thur courage a 
damper) 

Hastened their flight and gan like mad to scamper, 
‘Blessed be all the saints, Kiova town was fret 1 


XI 

Haw, pufledrwith pride the M ijor grew sain, 

Fbugbt ail his battles o cr ig un , 

And tbnee he routed all his foes, and thnee he slew the 
* Slain. 


at 


And how 
conceited 
they were. 


Of the Cot 
sack chief,-* 
his orders , 


And how he 
feigned a 
retreat 


The warder 
prochynu 
the Cos 
sjlIs re- 
treat, and 
the cuic 
f ready rc- 
joyces 
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'Tj& true jhe might amuse himself thus, 

And not fc very murderous , 

For as of those who to death were done 
1 he number w is exactly none, 

His Lordship, in his soul s ilation, 

Did take a bloodless recn alion— 

The manner Going home again hi did ordain 
rejoyemgs 0 * A vi ry spli ndid cold coll ition 

* tor the magistritcs md the corporation , 

I lktwisc a grind illumi nation 
1 or th< amusi ment of tin nation 
Th it night the the itrt s wtu fit t 
'I hi conduits tin y ran M lvoisi , 
l^uh house that night did beim w th light 
And sound with mirth and jollitv 
And its Ihit shum O shinu ' not i soul in the town, 

impiet> Now the city w is s ifi md tin fossicks flown, 

I ver thought of tin liountiful sunt by whose care 
The town hid bun rid of thiM tirriblc lurks— 

Sud ever a prtytr to that patronise fair 
1 oi these her wondious works 1 
How the lord Hj ninth w uted tin mtxkist of priors — 
cinth w*utui 11 <-hiirih with tin nsi of his fmrs, 
at chur< h H< Hint th< re it noon ind hi w utid till ten, 
and noltoils Fixating in v un the Lord M ivor ind his men. * 
came uut lit r, lk u ut(n j in(J wllUfl f mm Illlt3 to dark( 

But in vain \ou might si -arch througli the whole of jthft 
ehuieh 

Not 1 3 1 ) m in al is ? to thi i it> s disgrace, 

« 1 rom mid d i> to dirk showed his nose in the place 
1 hi jxw worn in, orginiot lx idle, and clerk, 

Ki pt twa) from thi »r woik ind were dancing like ma4 
Aw i> m thi strex ts w ith thi other mad people, 

, Not thinking to pi tv, but to guzzle and tipple 

W hcrevi r the drink might be had 


Xll , 

How he went Amidst this dm and revelry throughout the aty roanng, 

Sem to ^ 1 hl Sllvcr m00n ro * t &,lenllv » A!K * high m heaven 

Prior Hyiunth was fervently upon his knees adoring ' j ' 
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,r Towards my precious patroness this conduct sum 
* Unfair » , * 

X cannot think, I min»t confess, what keeps the digmtanes 
Afed our good Mayor away, unless some business them 
contraries " 

,He pats his long white mantle on, ancl forth the prior 
^ sallies— 

(His pious thoughts were bent upon good deeds \nd not 
on malice) 

' Heavens I Jhow the banquet lights thev shone <d>out the 
Majors pilic< 1 

About the hall the scullion? nn with me its bothfrtsh How the 
and potted , P rooms and 

The pages came with cup and cm ill for th< gui sts 
allotted , 

Ah, how they jeered tint good fit m in is up the stairs 
he trotted f 

He entered in thi anterooms white sat the Mijors 
r court in , 

He found a pack of drunken grooms admng and a- 
sporting , 

ifThe homd win* and buco fumes tin y set tht Prior 
a-snorting • 

The Prior thought he d speak about their sms before he 
went hence, 

And lustily began to shout of sm ancl of repentance , 

The rogues they kicked the Prior out before he d done 
a sentence 1 

And having got no portion small ofbufh ting and tussling And the 

At last he reached the banquet hall, where sat the mayor, 

Mayor a guzzling SRK 

And by his side his lad\ tall, dressed out in white sprig men, being 

v musUn SXJT* 

Around the table in a ring the guests were drinking to^iurt^ 
r heavy , 

They drank the C hurch, and drank the King and the 
, Army and the Navy 

In fact they d toasted everything i he Prior said , * ' God 

p nave ye ! " 

r 
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How the 
Prior w«it 
buck alone, 


the Mayor cned, *' Bring a Silver cup— there’s on* upon 
the buffet , 

And, Prior, have the venison up— it's capital rtckattj ) SC 

And so, Sir Prif st, jou’ve coma, to sup? And pra/jroa, 
how’s S unt Sophy ? " 

I he Pnor’s fact quite red was grown with horror and 
with anger 

lie flung the proflertd gobh t down— it made a hideous 
eUngour , 

And gin a preaching with a frown— he was a fierce 
Inranguer 

He tried the M\yor and aldermen -they all set up ft* 
jLtnng 

He tned the common councilmcn— thiy too began a- 
snu ring 

He turned towards the May rtss then, and hoped to get 
a hearing 

Ik knelt and seized her dinner dress, made of the nllisUn 
snowy, 

" To chureh, to ehurch, my sweet mistress I* he cried 
“the way 1 11 show >e ” 

Alas, the I ady Mayoress fell b'ltk as drunk as Chloe 1 


Out from this dissolute and drunken Court 
Went the good Prior his eves with weeping dim 
He tried the people of 1 nit int r sort — 

•They too, alas were bent upon their sport, 

And not i single soul would follow him 1 
But all were swigging schnapps and guzzling beer. 

He found the cits their daughters, sons, and spouses f 
Spending the livelong night in fierce carouses 
Alas, unthinking of the dang* r near i 
One oi two sentinels the ramparts guarded, 

The rest were sharing m the general feast , 

“ God wot, our tipsy town is poorly warded , 

Sweet Saint Soplm help us * ’ cned the priest 
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as 


Alone he entered the cathedral gate, 

Careftd he locked thd rrnghty oaken door , 

Within his company of monks did wait, 

A dosen poor old pious men— no more 
Ob» bat it gneved the gentle Pnor sore, 

TO' dunk of those lost souls, givtn up to drink and fate 1 

Dke mighty outer gate well barred and fast, 

The poor old fnors stirred thur poor old bones, 

, And pattenng swiftly on tlie damp cold stones, 

They through the solitary chanctl passt d 
The chancel walls looked bl ick and dim and vast, 

And rendered, ghost like, melancholy tonus 

Onward the fathers sped, till coming nigh a 
Small iron gat* , the which they ( nlf red quick at 
They locked and double locked the inmr wicket 
And stood within die chapel of Sophi i 
Vain were it to dtscritx this sainted phee, 

Vain to describe that celebrati d trophy, 

The venerable statue of Saint Sophy 
Which formed its chit Test ornament and grace 

Here the good Prior his pt rsonal griefs and sorrows 
In his extreme devotion quickly merging 
At once began to pray with voice sonorous , 

The other friars joined in pious chorus 
And passed the night m singing, praying, scourging 
In honour of Sophia, that sweet virgin 


Aqd shut 
himself Into 
Saint So 
phia h chapel 
with his 
brethren 


XIV 

Leaving thus the pious priest in 
Humble penitence and prayer, 
And the greedy cits a ft isting 
Let us to iht walls n pair 

Walking bv the sentry boxes, 
Underneath the silver moon, 
Lo 1 the sentry boldly cocks bis- 
Boldly cocks his musketoon 


The episode 
of Sneezoff 
and Kattnka 
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Sneezoff was bis designation. 

Fair haired boy, for ever pkied ► 

For to take his cruel station, 
lie but now Katmka quitted. 

Poor in purse were both, but rich m 
Tender lovt s delicious plenties , 

She a damsel of the kitchc n, 

He a haberdasher s prentice 

'Imka, maiden tendei hearted, 

Was dissolve d in tcarfql fits. 

On tbit iatal night she p tried 

Prom her darling f ur haired F**iU 

Warm her soldier lad she wrapt in 
£ omforter and muffettcc , 

Called him “general and “captain * 

1 hough a simple private he 

"On your bosom wear this plaster, 

7 will defend you from the cold , 

In your pipe smoke this canastei — 
Smuggled tis, my lovt , and old 

" All the night, my love, 1 11 miss you. * 

1 hus she spoke , and from the door 
Fair haired Sntczoff made his issue. 

To return, alas no mort 

He *t is who calmly walks his 
Walk beneath the silver moon , 

• He it is who boldly cocks his 
Dttonitmg muskitoon 

H. the bland canaster puffing. 

As upon his round he paces, 

Sudden secs a ragamuffin 

Cl unbcring sw lftly up the glacis. 

" Who goes there?" exclaims the sentry , 
" When the sun has once gone down 
No one ever makes an entry 
Into this here fortified town l '* 
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Shouted thus the watchful SaeexofF , 

But* ere any one replied, 

Wretched youth ! he fired his piece off, 

Started, staggered, groaned, and died I 

xv 

Ah* fitU well might the sentinel cry 4 Who goes there?” 
Bat echo was fnghti ned too much to declare 
Who goes there? who goes there "* Cm any one swear 
To the number of sands sut Us bonis dc la mer, 

Or the whiskt rs of D Oisa> count down to a hair? 

Ait well might you tt 11 of the sands the amount, 

Or number eaeh hair in each curl of the Count, 

As ever proclaim the numlxr and name 
Qf the hundreds and thousands tint up the wall came l 
Down, down the knavts poured with fire lml with sword * 
There were thievis fi om the Danube md rogues fiom 
the Don , 

There were Turks and Wallaces, and shouting ( ossaeks , 
Of all nations and regions, and tongues ind religions— 
Jew, Christian idolater I rank Mussulman 
Ah* ft horrible sight w is Kioff that night 1 
The gates were all Lakin no cli intx e en of flight , 

Ahd with torch and with a\c the blood> ( ossaeks 
v Went hither and thitlicr i hunting in packs 
They slashed and they slew l>otli Christian and Jew— 
Wotjjen and children, they slaughtered them too 
saving thur throats, plungctl into the moats, 

Or the river— but oh, they had burnexl all the boats 1 

l^tt here let us pause - for I can t pursue further 
This scene of rack, nnshment ruin, and murther 
Too well did the cunning old ( ossai k succeed 1 
HU plan of attack was successful indeed 1 
' The mght was his ow n— the town it was gone , 

T?Was a heap still a burning of timber ind stone 
One bmklmg ft’one had escaped from the fires, 

Bftfftt Sophy's fair church with its steeples and spires 
Calm, stately and white, 

It stood in tbc light , 


How the 
sentrie Snfrt* 
aoff was sue 
priced and 
slain 


How the 
Cossacks 
rushed in 
suddenly 
and took 
the citic 


Of the Cos- 
sock troops. 


And of their 
manner of 
burning, 
murdering- 
and rav * 
idling 


How they 
burned the 
whole cine 
down nave 
the church, 
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Whereof the And as if 'twould defy all the conqueror's power,** 
bell* began As if nought had occurred, 

t0 noB Might clearly be heard 

The chimes ringing soberly every half-hour ! 


xvi 

Th' city wis dt fund — sik net succeeded 
Unto its 1 ist fit ru igomsing veils , 

Ami then it w the conqueror first heeded 
7 he sound of these cilin liclts 
g" - Fiuious tow irds his *iul( s d» ramp he turns, 

Hat r ,c And (sjx iking is ll Bvron s works he knew) 

44 Vill uns * ht tit ru lv cries " the city bums, 

Why not the tmipk too 5 
Hum me yon church mcl murder ill within ! ** 

I he ( ossicks thunde red it the outer door , 

And h ither Hy icinth, who he irrl the dm 
(And thought hunsdf and brethren in distress, 
Deserted by their 1 idy patroness) 

Did to hu statue turn, and thu> his woes outpour 


bade them 
bum the 
church too 


How they 
■stormed it , 
and of Hyi 
emth, his 
anger 
thereat 


His prayer 
to the Saint 
Sophia 




41 And is it thus O filscst of the siints, *■ 
Thou he irest our enmpl unts? 

Tell me did evt t ni\ itt iclimuit filter 
I o stive th> iltir> 

W is not thy nimi ere ever I did sleep, 

I hi list uixjn m> hp? 

Was not thy naint the vcr> first that broke 
hrom me when I awoke ? 

Have 1 not tried with fasting, flogging penance, 
And mortified countenance 
Tor to find favour Sophy in thy sight? 

And lo » this mght, 

luigetful of my prayers and thine own promise,. 

Thou turnest from us ? 

Let test the hcithen enter in our city, 

And without pity. 

Murder our burght rs, seize upon their spouses,. 
Bum down their houses 1 
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I* itfeh fl breach of feith to be endured ? 

See what a hind 

light from the insolent invader’s torches 
> Shines on your porches 1 
n6w, with thundering batttnng-rom ind hammer 
u And hideous clamour, 

with axemen, swordsmen irtkimcn, bill men, bowmen, 
The conquering fo* mtn, 

0 Sophy! beat your g\le about >our cars 
v 4las ! and here s 
A humble company of pious men, 

Like muttons m i jx n, 

Whose souls shill quuklv from ihur bodn s 1 x. thrush d, 
' Because in you tlu y trusted 

you not know the Cdnm chiefs di sue s~ 

' Kiil all tut rivi vks » 


. And you, of ill the sunts most his*, arid fukU, 
** Leave us m this iboinin iblc pickle 


" Rash Hyacim ms'* Tlw statue 

(Here, to the nslonishnn nt nf i'l her bu In rs Fuddenln 

Stunt Sophy, opening wide h< r wood* n j iws, SpCft s * 

Like to a pair of German wilimt ei u kers 
Began). " I did not think you had lxen thus,— 

* O monk of little faith ' Is it lx c tuse 
\ rascal scum of fibby C oss irk ht iihen 
Besiege ,our town, th it you distrust m wr, tlu n? 

Thirik’st thou that 1 w ho m a fonner day 
Did walk across the S^a of Mnnnoi a ♦ 
mentioning, for shortness other stas), — 

Thai I, who skimmed the bioad IJorysthcncs, 

, Without so much as \w ttm^ of mv t<x s, # 

frightened at a sa of men hki thost f 
x 1 have a mmd to U nvt ) ou to > ou* f etc 
Such eowardice as this mv scon inspires * 


, 5suntJ3oph> wis here 

Cut short m hfi words — 

*TPp#“ »t this very moment in tumbled the gate, 
And with a wild chc er, 

^ And a clashing of swords, 


But u inter- 
rupted by 
the breaking 
in of the 
Cossack* 
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Swift th tough the church porches, 

With a waving of torches, 

And a bhrick and a yell 
Likt the devils of hell, 

W ith pike and with axe 
In lusiud the Cosbacks,— 

In rushed the Cobb icks, crying " MURDER TH& 

I RI\Rs 1 N * 

OfHya Ah' whit i tha ill ft It llvn mill 

cuuh, his \\ htn he he n cl ih il \ ill unous shout Calmuc ! 

addreS” U< Now, thoui'ht lv m\ tr d Ijcgmiuth , 

S unts O give mi (oungi mdpluik 1 
St Cour igi , bo\ s tis list U ss to funk ' 

I 111 s unto the fn us lu iKgm 
Nc vtr k t it be s ml tint i monk 
Is not like u isi i gt nt U nun 
I hough tlie pition »unt ol th< church 
Spik of ill tbit vvi ie done md we vt pny d, 
la ives us witkidlv here in tin luich 
lluig it, gentlemen, whos afraid i 



As thus the gillmt Hvnunthus spoke 
Ilt, with m ur is < lsv mdasfiit u> 

11 the quick coming n limit r \u rc a joke, 
hoUlid lus rolics < lourul his skIi v ind took 
PI ire undi r s untui Sopln logs of oik 
Like C ts ir it tlv st itm of Pompt ms 
% Tht monks no leisurt had ibout to look 
{Lach bung ntaothed in his paituuhr case) 

List hhd they sten witJi whit cclcstul grace 
A wooden smile stoic o er the saint s mahogany lace. 


Saint So *' \\ ell done, well done, I-Jmcinthus, my son I w 
speech** ^ 1U '» s pokt the sunted sntiu . 

1 Ihougli you doubted nu m the hour of need 
*Vnd s|x>kc of me vcr\ rude indeed 
\ou dost r\c good luck for showing such pluck, 
And 1 won t be angry it sou 
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The monk? bystanding, one and all, 

' Of this wondrous scene beholders, 

To this kind promise listened content, 

And eouldn t contain their astonishment, 
f When Sunt Sophia movt d and went 
fifcwn from her woodc n pcdcstil, 
t And twist* d htr kgs suit is Lggs is eggs, 

Round Hvaunthus s should* is 1 

^Kol for wauls, cries Soph\ thut s no timo for And bids 
1 waiting him run 

Hk* Cossacks ari bit-iking the \*.r> list git* in 
See* the glare of their loriht,s slums rul thiough the 
grating 

We've still thi buk dc»O r , and two niinut n or mox 
Now, bojs now or nevr, \vt mu t nnki fui the river, 

Tor we only au sak on tin oppn «tt 1 oh 
Run swiftly to (1 n lids ifmi vounn 
Pinout youi lvstlig Hy Hint bus im min, 

And n lty fue to two that you ctirv us through, 

Only scamp* r is fast a* vum m 


Away went tin prust lluougli tin little bukdoor He runneth. 
And light on his sliouldus tlu inugi h< Ixm 
The honist old priest w is not punish- d tlv least 
Though the inngc w is c ight fc < t uul In measured four 
Away went the Prioi mil tlu monks u his t ul , 

Went snorting and pufting md pinting lull ■'ill , 

And just as the 1 tst it the biek door had pustd 
In furious hunt Ik hold it th« hont 
dfhe Tartais so fu rcc, with thi u urnbU eh» * is , 
i With axes, and nallxrts and i mskets and sp* ars, 

With torches a-fl uni g the chapt 1 now i inie m 
They tore up the mass-book tiny stanifx 1 on the 
psalter, 

They pulled tnc gold crucifix down from the altar, 

"'Tile vestments they burnt d with thi ir blasph* mous fires 
Apd many cried, “Cuist on than* where are the 
foam?" 




Shejstiod 
the mw 
shoulder 
straddle* 
back, 
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And the Tar 
ur« after 
him 


How tin* 

friant 

sweated, 


\nd th t pnr 
sutfrt h\c<l 
arrows mto 
ihctr rayk. 


When loaded with ’plunder, Vet seeking for taopfi, 

One chanced to fling open the little baek ‘door. 

Spied out the firms w hite robes md long shadPWS 4 k 
In tlie moon, scampering over the meadows, 

And stopped tlk ( ossatks in the midst of their irsonsj 
By crying out lustily, ' Tiinti oo Tiir PARSONS I u » 
With a whoop ind 1 >i 11, and a sen am and a shout, J 
At onrr thi whok mutrit ,ous bod v turned out. 

And swift is ihi li i sk pounds down on the pigeon* 
Pursued the J*x>t short wmdtd nun of religion 

Whin th< sound of thit tinning t imp to tht monk^' 
hi inng, 

O Hi hi n I how ihr* porn A llow > pwted ind bltW i 
At fighting not tunning uri lit us ton ted to running 
Whm the I irtirs < uni up whit the dfucr should 
thi> do-* 

* t h< v 11 m iki us ill nurt>rs, thow bloodthirsty 

liUtll , 1 

Quoth fit 1 ither Ptter to f it Pitbi r Hugh 
fht shouts the v tame ik m r, the fa tluy drew nearer, 
Oh how the hills whistled md how the lights shone 1 

* I ctniiot g»i furthtr this running is murthcr, 

( omr i ur\ nu , sonu out * cm d lug £ ither John. 
And • \r n tlx smut grt w highti tu d Od rat you T* 
Itirxd Mr Prior I ui li voa d git on I 
On luggid tin good fri u but night i and nightr 
Appi md the time kussi in* with suoid and with filfc 
On tugged thi good priot it Siuit Sophv s dosne,— 

A scnmbli though bruiihk, tl rough mud, and 
through mire 

Tht swift irrows whi/untss tuising i du/ine&s. 

Nigh done his business tit to e\pre, 
l ither 11} umth tugged atd th« monks they tugged 
ift< i 

ITh Am nun pursued with \ horrible Luightir 

And build their long spt irs round tht poor brethren** 

« i r s 

So true th it ni xt diy in the coAof rich priest, 

T hough never i wound w is giun, there were found 
\ dozen arrows at te>t , 
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Now the chase seemed at its worst* How* at the 

IPrwr and monks were fit to burst f &****% 

Scarce you" knew the which was first, 

' Or pursuers or pursued , 

When the statue, by Heaven s grace, 

' Suddenly did change the fact 
* Of this interesting ract, 

As a saint, sure, only could 

fbr as the jockey who at 1 psoiu rides, 

J When that his stud is spt nt and punished sore, 
piggeth his htels into the course i s side s 
K And thereby make s h m run oiu 01 two furlongs more , 

Even thus betwixt th« eighth rib uid the ninth 
The samt rebuked the Pnoi th it we irv < rx pt r , 

Fresh strength into his limb h< r ku ks imp irn d 
One bound he m idi is g i\ is win n he s' uted 
Yes, With his bn tliren clinging it Ins e lei ik The friars 

* * The statue on his shoulders fit 10 < IioKl »nd 

One most tremendous bound m idi Hv icmth ivimthttiS 

Aud Soused friars statue, and al 1 sluixl ish into tht iluvius 
Dniepe r * 


And when the Russnns, in i fit ly rank 
Panting and fit ret daw up ilong the shoie , 

(For here the vain pursuing tiny forboie 
Nor cared they to surpass the rui s bink) 

Then, looking from the locks and rushes d ink, 

A sight they witnesst d never set n lx fort 
And which, with its accompaniments glorious 
b Wnt i' the golden liook or lib r auttut 

Plump in the Dnieper flaunt xl the fn n md friends,— 
They darijgluig round his nub, ht fit to choke, 
i When suddenly hi most mir ttulous cloak 
Over the billowy waves itself evtt nds 
Down from his shoulders quietly d< kernels 
The venerable bophy $ statue of o ik , 

Whl d»* sitting dowm upon the cloak so ample, 

IMfe all the brethren follow tts example 1 


Arid how the 
Russians saw 


The statue 
get o flrfltjn 
cinth hS 
tack, and ait 
down wuh 
the frun on 
Hyacinth 
his cloak. 
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How m chi* Each at her bidding sat, and sat at case; 
toTihc? Tta statue ’gan a griuous conversation, 

MylodUway And (waxing to the foe a salutation) * 

* Sail d >V3th hi r won lenng happy protfgtfs 

Gaily ndown tin wide Horysthcnts 
Until thiv rime unto sonu friendly nation. 

And wh< n tht lit ithm hul it length grown s»hy of 
lhtir tpuijut'rf she on> th) canu back .again to KiO& 


lonlsorrhc THINK voi.O Ki \»)i it, mu \\* M HI OIUNG AT 

*t\± \o[ 

You m \\ ( i> 10 Knin now VMisir uti maturI 


TITM iRSlFS CARMEN LILUENSE. 

Lmi- Se/t 184 j. 

A/v hr it i a 0 tin, »i| /•/» i 

// u Ktutll It t m\ "t us h * il 1 
I hi e no m »>/n / he in /-.t c n 
l stt'in^i t 1 1 the ta r /»/ 1 tile 


With twenty jniujuU but thric auks since 
1 rom Puis form did litmu h w ] »d, 

I tlioiift^ht m)sdf 1 neb 1 prince 
\s Ut,gu poor I m now nt I ilit 

Colliding in m\ implt moans — 

In noth 1 w is a hippy chid 1 
I p ‘-m l the t, Hi -a ot \ iltntiennc« ( 

1 ncur thought to come hv Lille 

I nour thought im twenty pounds 
borne x isial hinu would dirt to steal , 

I gulv parsed the FVgic bounds 
*\t Quilt rain, twenty miles from 1 ule 
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To Antwerp town I hastened post. 

And ns I took my evening meal, 

1 frit my pouch* — m> purse was lost, 

O Heaven ! Why came I not by Lille? 

I straight* iy called for ink and pen, 

To grnndm min a I undf appeal , 
Meanwhile a loin of guineas ten 
£ borrowed from a friend so 1c il 

1 got th< cash from gninlnnmma 

(Her g* ntit li» an ni\ wo< s could ft el). 
But where. 1 \sr ni md whit T saw 
What matui^i 1 Ifcn 1 am at I jilt 

My heart is \u ary mv jx an is f,om , 

How sh ill I c < r mv wot s n \< il * 
l have no u h, I ln'in p wn 
A stranger in the town of LilU 


To stc ding T cm nc \ t. r c ome 

To pawn mv w itth I ni too gmtcfl 
Bu»id<s, f lift my witch at hoiru 
I low could I piwn it thtn it Lilli ? 

** I a noh at tier < s tin guests w ill s*iy 
I turn ns white i r to’d lioild veil , 

I turn and look mother wav, 

/due rot ask the bill at I lilt- 

I dare not to the u ndlord «*ay, 

1 Good sir 1 cannot pa^ vour bill # 
He thinks I .mi 1 Ixnd \ngl us 
And n quiti proud I ^tay at lalk 

He thinks I am a I orrl Xng^ais 
I ike Noth'* hild or Sir Notxrt Peel, 
And so h< serves me f veiv day 
The best of meat and drink in I iliu 
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Yet when he looks me ui the face 
1 blush as red as cochineal , 

And think, did he but know my case. 

How changed he d be, ray host of I4fle. 

My h«*arl is wt ary, my peace is gone. 

How shall I ur my woes reveal? 

I hive no monev 1 Ik. in pawn, 

A stranger in the town of Lille 


in 

The *-un burst-* out in furious bl i c 
I jx l'tpinu from h< ad to he* l , 

I d like to hirt i one lu>rs« chaise — 
llow can 1 without cash it Lille ? 

I pass in sunshine burning hot 
Dy itfdS where in beer they deal , 

I think how pic is mt were a. pot, 

A frothing pot of bee of Lille * 

Wh it is yon house with walls so thick. 

All girt around with guard and grille? 

O gr u ious gtxL 1 it m \ki s me sick. 

It is tin prison house of Lille } 

0 cursed prison strong ana barred 
It dtx'S my verv blood conge il * 

1 m mhlc as T p iss the guard 
And quit that uglv p in of 1 lilt 

1h< ehurtli tlooi t* ggar whines and prays, 
I turn away at hi^ appeal 

Ah church door beggar 1 gr> tliv wavs I 
\ ou re not die poor* st m m in Lille 

Mv heart is wem my p< ace is gone 
How shall I t ci m\ wots n veal? 

I have no money, 1 he in pawn, 

A stranger in the town of Lille 
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Say. shall 1 to yon Flemish church, 

And at a Popish altar kneel ? 

Oh, do not leave me m the lurch — 

I'll cry, yc patron saints of Lilk 1 

Ye virgms dressed in sitin hoops 
Ye martvrs slain for mortal wt il 

Look Kincll> down * fcx fort you stoops 
1 he miserable st man m Lille 

And lo< as 1 bthtld \Mth lue 
A pictured ‘•tint il uu ir tis r« tl) 

It smiled, ami annul to grindri imma 1 - 
It did 1 md 1 had hope in Lillt 1 

'1\\ is fi\t otltxk uid 1 uuikl t it 
Although 1 could not piv mv me tl 

1 hitlin buk into thi stri u 
- \\h re lies in) mu, thi best in I «lk 

WhU see I on mv table ^t-ind 
\ loiter with i Nell known >» iP 

"I is gr mdm mini i*s • 1 know hi r h ind — 

" To Mr M \ 1 ilmarsb 1 ilk 

I fot 1 a choking in m> throat, 

1 pant mil sttggcr f unt ind reel ’ 

It is it is— i ten i>ound note 
And 1 ni no more in pawn at I ille 1 

r ($«4pe* off, b> die diligenrt thit c\en»nR, ind i» restored to tfce losom 
of his happy fimily ] 


JBAMES OF BUCKLEY SQUARE 

A III LIGY 

Covk all ye gents vot cleans th* plate 
Come dl yc ladies muds so fair — 

Vile I a storj vill n-latr 
Of cruel J tames of Iluckky Square 
4 
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A tighter lad, it k confest, ► 

Ned r valked With powdc r m tw$ aw. 

Or vote a nosegay m his breast, 

Him mdsum Jeimes of Buckley Square. 

0 Evns 1 it vis the btst of sights. 

Behind his M isti r s to ich and pur, 

To see our Jt mi s in red plush tights, 

A driving hoff irom Bmklcv Squire 
lit nut hr In<, will* tts, 

H< < Of knl his it with *uth ihi.r. 

Mis l ilvt s uni xi-kirs * f /% suth ,x ts 

Th it h ill lovnl y ones of 1’ i» Mi y Sqmre. 

II# pi# i <d du hupsttirs folks is v 1 11 
\ii<l o 1 I mhi ml vjth rli spin 
Missis von Id rinj, thi puli i Im 11, 

\nd i til up Jt unts m Rut kit v Squire, 
lkith hu i and sjurnts In ihhoid 
(S[» n it-, and Ik 1 1 I t in t l Ik lr) 

\ou would h in thought h< i is <t lord 
Minn, in our Ml m Ruiklti Squm 

List yoir Ik usperd, Maiy \nn 
Vm I \< an under d j>omid to spirt, 

1 o l ikt i public is m\ pi in 

Anil 1< nt tlu hopus Ri cl K\ Squirt 
O how iu\ guide luart did bound 

I :> dunk tint l his ninit should bear 1 
1># u Jt imes m\s I 1 \c twuitv pound/’ 
Mid go them him m Rue kit v Square 

Our nus'er va<s i Citv gtnt, 

His name, s in railroads everywhere, 

\nd lord \ot lots of letters vtnt 
Bctw igst his hi oki rs ind BulK1c> Square 
Mv Jcames it wu, tht letters took. 

And rt ad them all (I think it s fm ), 

\iicl took a U if from Ma&ur s hook, 

\s /o/hirs do m RuckUy Square 
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Encouraged with tny twenty pound. 

Of which pooi / was unavare, 

He wrote the l ompanies all round. 

And signed lusself from Buckley Square. 

And how John Poitcr used to grin. 

As d iv by d iv share afu r share, 

Came raihai U tic is pouring in, 

*• J I'lubh J *>qmic in Buckley Square * 

Our servants VII ssas in a ngo — 

Scrip stoek 1 ur\i s, grvdu nt«* bull 1 ml bear, 

Vitl ImtUr co ulinnn groom md pige, 

Vis ul tlu talk in BuekUy Square 
But O * (ini^'nt \ot I fe It 
List \ in diy \nk is ever w ere , 

I gits 1 h tier w huh 1 *ptlt 

'Mi* « M V Hoggin? Bur kl< > Square. 

Hi stnt me In k m> mom \ tine - 
II< v nt nu buk mi lex k ot ur 
And said, M\ <li 1 - 1 bid ijeu 
To Mary II inn md But kit v Squall 
Think not to m irrv r uoli .*1 I ( inn, 

With yx oole who ^ our lx ttc r are 
/ames l'lush is now 1 gentleman 

Vntl jou — icook in Buckley Square 

41 1 vc thulv thousand rumens won, 

In siv short months b\ p» nus rare , 

You little thought %vh it Jt aims was on, 

Poor Marv 1 1 inn m Buckle v Square 
I'ie thirtv tho i r ancl guineas vu t 
Pbtoilr r and plu^h I scorn to \ear , 

And so. Mis*. Mai\ Harm forget 

l or hever Jc nnL*» of Buekk y Square ” 
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LINES UPON MY SI STEWS PORTRAIT , 

i 

BY Till I OKI) SOUTIlDOWh 

r»r castle towers of Bin icrcs 'in fur upon the lea, 

Where tht « lifts of bunny Diddles* \ rise up from out the 
sea , 

I stood upon th< donjon kte»p and \i« v d tht country oer,+ < 
1 saw the lands of B m u n for filt\ links or more 
I stood upon tlu d uijon k«« p it i * t ^ uitd pi ir< — « 

Wbeu flout cl fot t igln liunrliid u u the i intui of my race* 
Argent a devt* r sinopk andguks m in * fuld 
*lhert nc<r was m»l>lt r togriisuiM cm kmj tl> vv unor’s shield 

The first turn Fngland iw tht shukl tw is round a Norman 
neck 

On Ixxml a ship fiom V r ilt r> Knit' W llnm «i> on dtek 
A Norman hnu. the colons wort in llistmgs fatd fray — 

St Willibald for Hire arcs 1 tw is doublt guks tint day f 
O llcmn and sweet Sunt \\ ilhbdd 1 in man) a battle since 
A loyal hearted Hut icns ha mkh n bv his Prime f 
At^Acrc with Plmngtm t, with I dwird it Pok turs, 

'11m pennon ot tin Li ire u its u i , fort moit on the spears ! 

'Twis pic i-»nnt in tht biuli shock to lit ir oui war-cry ringing 
O gruit me sweet Suni W illib dd tu hstt n to such singing ! 
7hru hundred steel i lul gt ntkimn, w< dime tht hie before us. 
And thirty stare of British Urns k< pt tu inging to the chorus ! 

0 knights* my nobl< incesto s 1 ind shill I ncurhtar 
taunt WilliKikl for Bare i< rt ■> throuih bitile nngingdear? 

1 d cut im o*t this strong right h uid i single hour to ndc. 

And strike a blow for Bireacus rn\ fuluis it your side I 
Dash down dash dawn yon mandolin lx lost d sister mine! 
Those blushing lips miy ntst r smg ihf glon* s of oui line * 
Our ancient castles echo to the clumsy ft 1 1 of churls, 

The spinning tonny houses m the mansion of our Earte 
not sing not m\ Angi line 1 in sins so l>ast and vile, 

*1 were sinful to lx hippv lucre snctikgc to smile 
1 11 hie me to m> lonely hall and b\ its c h earless hob s 

1 11 muse on other d lys, and w ivh— and wish I were— A S^aBv 
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LITTLE BILLEE* 

Am — *' 11 > \\ Ml un pent navu* " 

TflFHE win three **ulors of Bristol city 
Whet took 1 1mt and wt nt to ^oji * 

But first with l)itf md cipl un s biscuits 
k And pickled pork thov loaded sht 

There was gorging Jack and guzzling Jimmy, 

And the \oung< -.i he \ is btlk hilUe 
Now when tin v ‘jot is fir is the I-i|iiitor 
*Ihcy d nothing left but oiu split pea 

Sa>s gorging J ick to ru/din^ Jimniv, 

4 * 1 am i xtruiu 1> hung in i 
To gorging J t(k •» av i p*« Imp fininiv 
“W( it nothing K ft, us rriua i it wi 

Says gorging J n k to guzzling 
"With one liioiinru houldn t ijui » 

There s hull Bill In s \< uug urn ti inlet, 

Were old md tough, ola*>< u he ' 

M Oh 1 Billv mk rt going to kill and i it >otl, 

So undo tlu button of \nur chinue ' 

When Bill rcuivcd tin intoimuion 
He used his pocket Inndkt idm 

" First kt irn sty my i autumn, 

Which my poor m lmtm taught to nu 1 
u Make haste m ike Itnsic say> ^u/zhng Jimmy, 
hilt J ick pullcil out hts sr.ickf *-sna. 

So Billy went up to the main top galhnt mast, 

And dowr h* fill on lu^ lx*nd< d kntc 

He scarce hod tome to tlv t velfih commandment 

When up lu. pimps ' J here s land I su 

* A A different versions of th popular song 1tive-b»6n sit to mu ic 

and wng, no a polo > is neiHt 1 for the insertion in Lht se p iges o# w’ at 
ft (gMOtercd to be the correct version « 
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“Jerusalem and Madagascar/ 

And North and South Anmrikee 
rherc’s the British flag a ridfng at anchor, 
■With Admiral \ ipu r, K C B * 

So when (In y got aboard of the Admiral's 
He h incjtd f it lack and flogeed Jinuuce 
But is for Jittk lkll he ni ide him 
I he Captain of t St sentv three 


TIIF 1 LYING DI KE 

" S\y whose, i m \ondir t h mot be, 

I hit tliundcis on f i t 
And who u t<- h< ll it ‘ it within * 

I mark* il him is he j • 

“ 1 w is \tthur I>ukt of \Vi llmgton 
\\ ho m tli u c h u tut s it 
All m his mat Li il cl > ik mri in 
III^ proudly p’miKd eixkid hit 

1 Not \ithur 1 )uKt o f \\ i Ilington, 

I li it pOiU l fi r< e <oula b 
Noi vit a hunt* nob mini 
Sonv I V moil IK i is lit 

• f\\ i Ik to 1 >iki*toiu lie i>kx>and, 

lo town In ru! to wim 1 , 

W ltc.it fiom lo \\ mdso- he must hie, 

A C ouneil to MU II 1 

With whiz/ ina wiustU snoit md puff 
Hu Dub is \m rue to town 
Noi stop-* until in. ir I oridon Bridge 
1 he li tin li i*r» t him down 

Hu r* waits a Urougl im on Wellington 
f o \psh \ 1 lot s hi flu s, 

W hue it t nu n r » i m r d 

1 >oth meet his Grace's e>es % 



THE FLYING DUKE, 


. K* 


*• How now, thou scarlet messenger , 
Thy tidings briefly tell * % 

** liw Queen invites your Grace to dine 
To-morrow M 

11 Very well 


Io Paddington by < ib, to Slough 
B> stcun— taav, a^ iv * 



ToUiuaiur, ti net lu gen s h rU 
Bi ihfi ht mu-st not st iy— 

box tli it hi^ Cn'iti W aimer hath 
A -to *t tins njght to bt' p , 

And Iw hath n> arned his &er> mg rtattn 
He shfdl be back to sleep 
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The Council's o'er , back posts his Grad, 
As^Mtet as fast might be 
Hurrah 1 hurrah » well speeds the Duke— 
He 11 be in time for tea. 

The morrow comas again away 
[ ht iiotil#- I)uk< is gone 
lo 1 oik ^tone and to I ondon Bridge* % 
And thi net to I' uhhnglon 

M \way, rway to P aldington, 

\s f >st i' >e c in drive 
Twixt eight ind time th« Queen doth dine 
Ht time by h ilf past five. * 

Fast havt tht y fkd, right fleetly sped 
Anri Paddington is won 
‘How oflu e *\\ nn, ibout tlie tr tm * * 

1 I is ju^t this inst mt gone * 

♦ 

' Your Gr ice wc jest have missed the train. 
It giuveth mC to sty M 
' To Xp'dty House 1 then cried the Duke, 
" As quickly as you iki ly 

Die loud h illoo of Go it i * 

Hem till the gns light s g'vrt, 

Oer wood and stone they nttlc on, 

As fast as the y an tt ir 


On on ih» y w< nt, with hue and cry, 

Hntil th< Ihikt got home 
The axle trees on hre well nigh, 

Hu hoiaes in a foam 

Out stt pp d the Duke serene and cool, 

Vnd t ilnil) w ont upstairs, ■ 

Anil donn d tht dn ss, the which, at Court, 
He generally wears. 



THE FLYING DURR. . 10$ 

** Windsor 1 may not Teach in time 
To make my toilet there , , 

So thus the hour 2 will employ, 

/ Which I, perforce, must spare 

M What is't o'clock ? M M Your Grace, near seven * 

" Then beai me hence again , 



And mark me — this time take good care 
You do rot miss the trim 


Off, off again the coachman drives, 
With fury fierce and fell 
*Mid whoop and shout from rabble rout. 
And oath, and scream, and yell 
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To right and left a way they deft 
Amid the bustling throng , 

While, meteor like, the carnage lamps 
Flash d os thrj flew along 

Hurrah I Hurr ih f the station’s tugh 
4 ‘ W hat ho the re 1 Shout amain * 

Here tomes the Duke ht 5 going down , 

Dive word to *top the train 

Tin engine er and stokt r hear , 

Duke \nhur takes hi » pi ice 
Bt hold him now on way to Plough 
Dorm, at a whirlwind s p iu 

14 At Slouph who 'tops > Ills Giacc out pops. 
His tu k< t is k **igm d 
44 Io Windsor h istc lik* felon rhasi d, 

Or I shill be In. hind 

CUT liounds tin hack, while fai iback, 
l lie night hiwk plus lus wing 
TI11 rice is run, the Cattle s won, 

14 < orm , this is just the tiling ' 

At h ilf pas* 1 iglu for Qu*vns don t wait, 
lht noble guests ipp* ir 
In hinqiut hill, md of them ill 
I lie Duki bungs up the rear 

MORAI 

" Tis money,' as the prove r£ savs, 

14 I hat makes the marc to go * 

The Duke h.as cash to cut 1 d ish , 

Would we could all do so 1 
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\ m MR . SMITH AND MOSES 

A VETERAN gent, Just stepped out orti boat. 

1 In ft tattered old bat and a rigged pea-coat. 

Appeared at a shop whither many folks run, 

And that was the Palace of Moses and Son 

* 

A respectable dame with the mariner went. 

Most likely the wife of this \etcian gent, 

And the eyes of the pair win excited with won 
der on seung the xn msion of Moses and Son 

*• I've look d upon many a pallet lx fore, 

But splendour like this, lost T in \cr vet sor ! " 

This party exclaimed 1 Wh it a gr< at sum of mon 
ey it sure must ha\c cost Mi ssrs Moses and Son f 

In the language of 1 r in cl his good 1 id\ 11 plu d, 

‘•This house is well known through tin umvtrsc wide , 
And you, my dear Philip to sted having run, 

Had better refit with K Moses and Son 

E Moses stcnptfl forth with a bow full of grace, 

Inviting the couple to tnur hi.* pi ice 

He thought they wen poor — but the poor an not done, 

And the rich are not fleeced by E Moses ind Son 

"What clothes can I sem you to day, mv good man/ * 

E Moses cxc) umed * You shall p \y what vou ran , 

The peer or tin peasant, we suit cv* ry one , 

Republicans true arc E Moses and bon 

The pea coatid gent at that word mule a start 
And looked nervously round it the good 1 - of our mart 
M A vest, coat, and trousers as soon as iluy re done, 

I want, s rl vous plait, Messieurs Moses end Son 

•• I once was a king, like the monarch of Room, 

But was forced from my throne and came off m a 
Br m , 

« And in such a great hurry from P r s I run, 

I forgot my portmanteau, dear Moses and Son *’ 
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" Dear sir," we exclaimed, " what a lucky escape i" 

So one brought the patterns another the tape , 

And while with our patterns his " peepers ' we stun, 

Ibe gent is quick injured by Moses ind bon 7 

The clothes when cornph ti wr dirt rt m a hurry — 

,l — Smith rsijnin it Prim i 1 a opold s C I iremont, in Surrey 4 
The cloth wis fn >1 r itc ind tin r it such a one 
As only is furnished bv Moses and Son 


As he pices tin valh > or roirn in thi grov 
All cry What i ury icspcitibU un< * 
llow change il in ip|* irinu from bun who 1 m run 
l*rorn Pans to re luge with Mow s md Son 

Now who was this ' vi u r m gi nt sirs, T Most s, 
Although hi in iv giuss * ut he mvti discloses 
l)o you wish to know mori gi nts i if you do, why then run 
To Aldgatc ind isk of L Mon s ami Son 


THE FRQDD\ LENT BUTLER 

Mr PuN( h Sik - The abuv is the lx low ntun Pome on a 
subji c of grate d< m i v with as i tmtki I f is I u i disgrace to 
thfi loth tint tnv ni m e vlhng hi c t 11 t bullet should go for to 
fit wind on fnl < pit Units and suih wind (\s reported in the 
papers of 1 ucrfl iv list) fiom Richmond ind injustice to self 
and filhl ir\ ints hau ixpussid inv fnhns in potry wich o£ 
you avi pT<\ous]) idnuitui io\our tnUrtunin columns pomes 
by i futmm ( md dso i pit iccmin) l think >ou ave a right to 
find i pluci lot i poim by a butki wieh I liog to subscribe 
myself >oui constant uder 

Jons Coras. 

14 LKthtngtj* rhict li »ft w rt'jpavy 

Its dl of orn John George Montrrsor 
And Unggs I squirt his nuister kind , 

1 his retch all for his pnv it picture. 

Did frodd) tenth order wind 



*HE FRODDYLENT BtTtER- 

To Mister Ellis, Richmond, Surrey, 
Where Briggs, Esquire, he did reside. 
This wicked John druv in a urry, 

On June the fust and tenth beside. 

And then, this mene and shabby feller 
To Mister EUis did remark, 

Briggs ad gone out and took the cellar 
Kee away across the Park , 

And cumpnj conicng on a suddent. 

Ad stayed to dim vvuli Missis B , 
Whereby in couim th* bulltr tocxkn t 
Get out tin wind without tin kee 

So Missis R s]r would Ik. ufrry 
Much obligi d if t d nd in 
Arf n do* n lx sr biow n olierrv 
And single Lotte* OlLms gin 

But this was nothink but i Mory is 
Jhis wiekrd bulltr vn nt md told. 

Win rcbv for noilurik to get plonous, 
Wich so la did inrl gre w more bold 

Until, at list grown more uidashus, 

He goes and oidi rs w it d yt think? 
He gots md orders goodness grLslius, 
Marsaly, wind no gi nt e m drink 

It wasn't for hi' pm alt dnnkm — 
lor that hf d Briggsi s wine enuff — 
But wtn the sherry bins w ls sinkm 
He tijlid cm with tins statry \tough 

And Briggs, 1 squire , it r ovn tihl 
(To ntr such thing? ni\ iri ort« nds) 
Might a\c t drink if hf w is lbu), 
MarsaJv wind, hi&»th md frtnds! 

But praps John ne er to tab< \ brort it, 
And used it in the negus lint 
Or praps the raskal, when he lx>rt it, 
Knew Briggs was not a judge of wind. 
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At all ewent*, all thro 1 the seson 
This vtllin plaid these omd games 
For butler* to commit such trefoil, 

I'm sun. it is the wust of shames 

But master'., tho soft, his the re senses, 

Anri rot,c s tl o sli irp are coteht at last , 

So Biigg 1 wquuc Jt list com menses 
lo find his Vi i ud goes wirry fist 

Oiut win n the f imlv p * v i party, 

Slump un in tour i th# b ink wit crown d , 
And Bmp* I squirt <>o km 1 md art\ , 

Jit oukred John to and it u and 

No wind in ir< nc nl s drunk mnit quicker, 

But now In gl i^s no gt nt would dr im , 
Whi n ]!»■ «£■> on 1 1 tin fp md tin. heki r 
Was Uutish irf i uowii bhimpjin » 

J-hit tin y d not drink it w is no wundor, 

A dritUul look did Bng t s is<ooiti 
A nd oiiUrtd with i \ou< of thundir 
I Ik ri tched butkr fiom the room 

'I hen nisi »n * dlung to the ri llir, 

Ku, n dli vs it hi 1>rok« i shin 
Ii< found wot tiuks tlu w.tkid ft Mir 
Had been i pltym with thi bums 

Of ill his finiiir oblvhuri ru’k 
I ln'i« w isint noiu to SjKkc ol the a. 

And Mr Fluss Matsaly 

\\ as in the pi ue the sherry were 

Soon ifter that the wicked filltrs 

C unus was diskivired clear ind ehne, 

B\ the small akount of Mi Llhs 
fcor tickers, hunt) pound fifteen 

And not content with thus tmberilin 
H s mnsurs wind, thi skoundrcl hid 
The Rienmond ..radesmen all bun cthzzlm, 
An' a dom eveiy think that s bad 



THE IDJLLR* * 1 1 

Whereby on Toosday, Jan wry thirty. 

As is reported in the Times, 

He wor ad up for his conduc dirty 
And dooI> punished for his crimes. 

So masters, who from such base ftllirs 
Would Keep vour wind upon lour shelves, 

This int accept- If you uc cellars. 

Always to mind the kce yourselves 


THE IDLER 

With Uk I London hubbub 
Owi-tind inri pestered 
I sought out a subbub 
M litre 1 1 ly sc.f|ucst< red 
Where 1 liy loi thru diys 
I rom Siturdiy till Monel ly 
Anti (jx. r face aut ntfirt) 
y \1 uk the most oi Sund t> , 

Burning of i eh* nx>t 
Whin I d had i skinful 
Squatting on a tree, root 
Doubling if twa sinful , 

As the IxiU of Kingston* 

M ide x prt m clangour 
I (forgoing heat lu n) 

Hf xrd them not in angt r 

Heard ind i ilh* r f incit'd 
I heir rtvcir* rations. 

As I sat entranced 
W uh mv meditations 
From my Maker s pra ses 
1" isilv 1 wandeicd 
To jiull up His d usic , 

As I sat and pondered 
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As I pull'd Hu daisies 
Into little pieces* 

Much I thought of life 

And how sm dt its ease is. 
Much l bi until the world 
hor its worldly \amty. 

As »»> smoki upcuiid 
1 >jx. ol its in tmty 

Bjt world I munt the Town 
M nJiir Tnd its li gh doings 
Orrtthii my own si*f, * 

Its chutti rings uul cooing*. 
So I mc\\ d the slnft 

And ih* s[>on of I ondon, 
Doubting if its lift 

Wt rt overdone or undone 

Bt it slow or ripid. 

If it wikts or slu mix rs. 
Anyhow u s vipid — 

Moonshine bom ctur^wbcrs 
Mm is useless too 
Bt lie s nut or s ttyr , 
Nothing s m w or trut 
And - it dovsii t in itter 

» 

May ndt I and Jt uin s 
Be c omp iri d topi thi r, 

I in inking it irns 

lie m hi u king leather? 
Snob and '■will m [wtrs, 
Smith i diour w hiffer, — 
In i hundrtd \cirs 

Where in sli tfl we differ? 

Counting on tc>-morrow's 

On ish \\ huht r tendelh 
He who pi * borrows 
lie who simpler Icndeth , 



THE END OP THE PUT 

If we give or take, * 

Where remains the profit? 

Sold or wide wake. 

All will go to lophet. 

To Tophet — shady club 

Wht re no one need propose ye, 
Whue Hamlet hints ' the rub * 

Is not select or cosy 
In thit mixed vulgar pi ice. 

It docsn t milter who piys 
1 hcie s no more Bouillaba ssc 1 
Vncl no more pctits wuptrs 

Why then seek to vie 

W ith Solomons or Swings 7 
W hy c ire for Sir isliour^ |»n 

1 oi punch or dt vilkd kidneys? 
\Miv wnu \<llov\ Plush** 

W hv should w< trot w< ar it * 
When. tern. should wc blush? 
Rather gun ind licar it 

These* uprooted daisies 
Spe ik of us< 1< ss trouble , 

C hi roots that burn likt bl Lies 
Sliow ih it lifr s i bubble 
Thus musing on our lot, 

\ fogc yfacal old sinner, 

I’m g^id to say l got — 

'Vn appetite for dinner 


THE END OF THE PLAY 

The play is done , the curtain drops. 
Slow falling to the prompter s bell 
A moment yet tile ictor stops. 

And looks around, to say farewell. 


* it] 
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ft fc on jnksome word and task , 

And, when he's laughed and said bis say. 
He shows, as he rtmoves the mask, 

A fast that s any tiling but gay 

Ont word cVc vc t the evening ends, 

Ixts dosr it with i parting rhyme, 

And plulgc a h ind to ill young friends, 

As fits the me tr\ ( hnstmas tunc * 

On lifts wide >rtm you too, hive parts, 

Thu 1 ate irt long sh til bid vou play 
Good night * with li mt t gi ntlt hi irts 
\ kindly grot ting eo ilvvay 1 

Good uight ' I d si) th* griefs, the jovs 
Jut hmt« il m thi mini c ptgt 
1 1 m triumphs md di hats of bov% 

Art but r< pi ited in oiu age 
Idsiv >our wo« s wire, not less ketn, 

A our hopes mmt vam t v nn thojt of nun , 
\oui p mgs or j»li isun s of hfu i n 
At foil) fiu pi md oir lgun 

I d ay wc suffi r mil we striu 

Not L‘s nor iimri as men thin bo)s , 

W l!i i rt//\d b< iriK it foiiv hsi 
A ( r* t U t w lu m iorduro\s 
And if in turn ofsaued south 
\\i It arm d it home to lou md pra> 

TYiv Ik iuii thu i irli I^ovi md ln*th 
# M iv iKurwhollv i»iss awi) 

And m the world as in the «* L hool, 

I d si\ how fate nny thinge md shift , 

T 1>« prri U somitinus with the fool 
ihi met not dw ivs to tin uvilt 
1 lu trong mu > it Id tht good nn\ CaU 
I ht grt it man lie a vulgar clown, 

The kin u be lifted over ill, 

ILt kind cast piuks*H down 

* Th^se verses »et nrintrd u the erd ftfa Chrutrms book 
11 Dr Uireh and his \ ouog f ntnds. ' 
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THE END or THE PLA'Y 
% * 

Who knows the inscrutable design ? 

Blessed’ be He who took and gave l 
Why should your mother, Charley not m}nc, 
Be weeping it her darling's grave ** * 
We bow to Heaven that bill'd it so f 
That darkly rules the fate of all 
That stnds thi respite or tht blow , 

I hat b fret to gm or to rt call 

This crowns his f< ist with wme and wit 
Who brought him to that mirth and slate? 
His betters, m.l lwlow him sit, 

Or hunger hopehss it the gnu 
Who lwde the mud from Dues whrcl 
1 o spurn the r igs of I .azarus ? 

( ome, brothr r m that dust wc 11 km cl 
Confessing Hi tw n that ruled it thu* 

So <«u.h sli ill mourn in lift s ids ince 

DeirhojX'* di irfntnd* untirmh killed, 
Sh ill gntvi for 1 1 mv i forfc it i h uu i , 

And longing pasuon unfulfilled 
Amin ' whatiscr file l* stnt 

I J n> C»od th* hi irt mi) kmdh glo > 
Although itu in ad with cans bf Ik nt 
And whin ni d with the winti r sno \ 

Com# ilth or w mt conn good or ill 
Jjet voung md old accept thrir part 
And lwwv be foif tin Awful Will 
And bi ir U with an hunt si he irt 
Who misses or who wins tht pn/t 
Go lost or conquer as vou cin , 

But if >ou ful or if \ou 

lie e\ch, pi a\ CjikI i gnnltimn 

A gentle min or o*d or \oung 1 

(Bear kindlv with mv humble la>s) , 

The sacred chorus first was sung 
Upon the First of C hristrms di>s 

* C B,ib aoth November, 1648,201 4-* 
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The shepherds heard it overhead— 
The joyful angels raid'd it then 
Cloor to Heaven on high, it said, 
Aid peace on < arth to gentle men. 


My song save this is little worth , 
flay the we iry pen asidr 
And wish you huilth ind love, and mirth, 
As fits tht sole inn Chnstin is tide 
As fits tht holy ( hnstm »s birth, 

He this grxxl friend^, our carol still — 

Bt { KdCcont irtli In act on curb, 
lo men of gmtle will 


VAN IT AS VANITATUM 

How spake of old the Roy il Seer I 
{His ttxt is ont. I lo\t to tn it on ) 

Ihis lift ol ours he sud, is sheer 
Mataioh f M itaioteton 

O Student of this gilded Book, 
lkclirr while mu mg on its pages. 

If truer words wen. im sjmKc 
By uu lent or bv liuxlt rn *ujt s? 

T he v irjous luthors n mu s but note * 
french Spanish Lnglisli Russnns, Germans 
And m thi voluim polyglot 
Sun vou nny reul i hundred sermons X 

U hat histories of lift are here. 

More wild th in all romancers' stones , 

What wondrous transformations queer. 

What homilies on human glories * 

* Between a pi^e bj Jules Janin, and a poem by the Turkish Am* 

bassador, in Madame tie R s alburn, am taming the autographs of 

kings, princes poets, marshals musician*, diplomatists, statesmen, 
artists, and men of letters of all nations 



V ANITAS VANITATUM, 


What theme for sorrow or for scorn ! 

What chronicle of Fate s surprises — 

Of adverse fortune nobly borne, 

Of chances, changes, rwus, rises 1 

ft 

Of thrones upset, and sceptres broke, 

How strange a n cord here is w ritten 1 
Of honours dcilt is if in jok< 

Of brave desert unkindly smitten 

How low men were and how they rise 1 

How high thty win, ind how thev tumble 1 

0 v lmtv of vamti' s 1 

0 laughable pathc tic jumble f 

Here between honpst ) min s joke 
And his 1 urk Lxi cll« ncy s hrm m 

1 write ni\ namt ujxjn the bo A 

1 wutc m> nimt.- uul end m> sermon 


O Vanity of vnnitir s I 

How wayward the decrees of Fate are , 

How very \vc ik the vr ry wise 

How verv sin ill the very great arc ! 

What mean these st ilc moralities, 

Sir Preacher from vour desk you mumble? 

Why rul agunst the greU ind wise , m 
And tin, us with your ceaseless grumble > 

* 

Pray choose us out another h-xt, 

O man morose and narrow mmdi d 1 

Come turn the page — 1 read the next, 

And the i the next, and still 1 find it 

Read here how Wealth aside was thrust, 

And Folly set m place exalted , 

How Princes footed m the dust, 

While lacqueys in the saddle vaulted 
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Though thrice a thousand years are past 
Since David's son, the sad and splendid* 
The weary King jBxclesiast, 

Upon his awful tablets penned it, — 

Methinks the text is never stale , 

And life is every d ly renewing 
Fresh comments on thi old old t\lc 
Of Folly, lortunc, (*lory Ruin 

II irk to thf Preacher pre iching snll 
lie lifts his voice md « ni % his union, 
Here it Si Piti_i s on * on lull 

As yonder on the Mount of I lei. non 

1 or von md me to hr irt to t ikr 
(O dear beloved bioth* r rt ulcrs) 

Io dt> 'is whin thr good king spike 
Beneath the solemn SjriTn cedars 



LOVE-SONGS MADE EASY. 




Love-songs made easy, 


WHAT MAKES MY HEART TO THRILL 
AND GLOW 
Thl \Iur\iR Low Sonc. 

W TV I TR md <iimmcT mpht and morn, 

1 languish it tin 1 - 1 ibk d irk , 

My ufhri wim'ov ]ii» i corn 
cr look > into St J urn s s l*ark 
I h<«ar the font gi irds bu«*It horn 
Their tr i up upon piradi I rn rk f 
I am a ntu m m forlorn 
I am i I un ?gn Office C lu k 

My toil*, mv pi* isuris, ivrry one, 

I find ir* stall , md dull, and dow , 

And ye t« rday , u lu n uoik u is dom , 

I felt myself r o s id and low 
I eoiud htu- e i u< d i sentry s gun 
My \sc it iea hr uns out out to blow 
What is it m iki % m> bloo<] to run * 

What mak< s m> he irt to but md giOW? 

My notes o hand ire burnt jxrhips? 

Some one hu^ paid my t ulor’s bid ? 

No every morn the tnlor raps f 
My 1 O L s are i ttmt still 
I still am picy of dt bt and dun , 

My elder broth* 1 s stout aid well 
What ii> it n ikes my blood to run ? 

What makes my heart to glow md «• tell » 
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Wn E-SONGS MAOE EASY*. 


I know my chief * distrust and hate , > 
He Bays; 1 m lu/y and I shirk 
Ah I had I gtnms like the Htc 

Right Honour dilt I dnmnd Burke * 
My chancr of nil promotion s gone 
1 know it is - he h ites me so, 

Wli it is it mnlvts mv blood to run 
And ill mv limit l«> *w< 11 uvl glow > 

\\ h), wny ill hr lit uml g'ty > 
fhtrt is no ill mc« thirc is no cause 



Mv ofliu turn I found to div 
Disgusting as it iui \\ is 
At thru. 1 went ind tru.il the C tubs, 

'Xml s iwiud mil uinttrd to ind fro, 
Am! now im In irt jump* up mid throbb, 
\nd ill rny soul ib in a glow 

At h ill post four 1 hil tht cab , 

] droit is h n 1 a, l could go 
'1 he 1 o i Jon sky w as dirty drab. 

And dirty brown tht London snow 
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*And as I rattled in a cant 

er down bv dear old Bolton Bow 
A something m ide my heart to pant, 

And caused my check to flush and glow 

What could it be that made mfc find 
Old Jaw kins phasant at im C lub? 

Whv w ia it th it 1 laugh' d and gunned 
At \\h\A although l lc^i tht rub * 

What w ij it m ub nit dunk hkt mad 
IJnrt< t n sm ill 1 1 iv"i s of ( ur i$ to > 

That nntlr iny inmost hi it l y lid, 

Andcwv hbo thrill md g’ot\ * 

Slics homi a^un 1 slu > hotin **he s home * 

Awa> ill cirLs and gm f* \i tl j on , 

I knew she wouid slit k b»ck tiotn Rome , 

She s home ii, i n 1 slit s 1 o n« y (in 1 
*' 1 hi 1 mull s ; «> it ileo id th* \ s>i*d, 

Swpti mbt i 1 »>»t tin v i >i<l im ‘•o , 

Suict tlit n mt Ion i> h< rt is dtad 
M\ blood I think j forgot to How 

She * hoi in t*im * awa\ »ll c m 1 
O furl'll fo-in the world cm snow 1 
O be irnuig i ves 1 O gc lth n h m 1 
O tench r \oici that lire itho o ’ow * 

Ogenthst suite t, pure t heart 
Ojoy O hoot 1 M M\ Uju ho 1 ’ 

Fit/ U in nee s«nv.l , \vi ->i\ him Mitt— 

Ile g dlopi d down to liuhon Kow 


THE GH4ZLL , OR ORIE\TAL LOVE-SONG 

THI PCX K 5 ? 

I WAS a timid little antelope , 

M) home was in the rods the lonil) rocks 

I saw the lmnte r * *»cou mg on the plain , 

I lived among me rock?, the lonely rocks 
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I whs St-thirsty in the summer heat t * 

I ventured to the tcuu. beneath the rocks* 

Zulciknh brought me water from the Well t 
Since tht n I hav< been faithless to the rocks. 

I saw lu r fat l rt fl* ctcrl m the well , 

Htr tann Is sme t have m.isehtd mto the rocks* 

I look to >»f ( lur im in the will 
l only im iviv uiv own sid 
My niothu l > tluiic unung i!k locks 


111/ MLKKA H \ I > 

* 

Ztf r IK.A/I » I he young \g is m iht hunr an. shm-waistcd 
and Wi ir vtllow shpjnrs 1 mi old md hideous One of vXf 
eyes is out mil tin hairs of my be u cl art nio&tly grey. Praise 
be to Ml ill ’ 1 Lin i ni« ny bn d 



There i* a bird upon the urrut of the Emirs chief wife* 
Pntst bi to Ail ih 1 Ht his um raids on his neck and ft tqby 
tail 1 unarm r\ bud lie duifi us me with his ’diabolical 
screaming 




THE CA iQJSt, 12$ 

There is h little brown lard In the basket-njakei,a cag«. 
Praise be to Allah 1 lie ravishes my soul m the moonlight 
lam a merry bard 

'The peacock is an Aga, but the little bird is a Bulbul 

t 1 am a little brown Bulbul Come and listen in the moon 
%h|r Praise U to Ml Ui 1 1 mu mcrT> hard 


mi c\iQcr 

VoNDHR to the kio 1' Ik Mile tin cieik 
* Puddle the swift clique 

lhoubrawn> ojismimi with tin sunbumt thuk 
Quick I for it soothe., tin Ik irt to hi u thi Bulbul spiak 

Terry mi quickly to tin Vi m shorts 

fewift bending tovnui uirs 

Beneath the rn< 1 me holy sve unoi s 

Hark ! what l i lwdung note the xove lorn Bulbul pours 9 

Behold, the troughs sum quiver rig with dt light, 

The stars tin m*lw ^ more brij. lit 

As mid the w lung br meins out of sight 

The Lover of tlie Rose sits singing thiough the night 

Under the bougns I mi md lisUned still, 

1 could not 1 ive rnv till 

"How coine* I ->ud ' such mu ic to his bill* 

TeU me for whom hi sing^ so beautiful a tlmll " 

^Once I w is dumb th n (lid tin Bird disclose 
41 But looked upon tin Bum , 

Andmthi gmitnwlur< the lov id on* grows, 

I straightway did begin &wc<t music to compose 

bird of song, th< re s one in this cbkjw 
T he Rose would ilx> seek , 

So he might learn like >e»u to love and sp» ak 

Then answered nit the bird of du>ky lw*ak 

"The Rose, the Rose of Love blushes on Lejlah s check. 
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L.OVE~$ONG5 MADE EASY, 


Mr NORA 

Bfnta th the gold icacia buds 
Myg* nik Non sit, iwl broods, 
tar, iir iw i\ in llo^on woods. 

My gentle Nora ! 


I <e« tin te ir drop in b< r „ i 
1 b r bosom < Ik i\ mg U ndi rb 
I kno\N -1 krow "In thinks of nv\ 

M\ d irling Nora I 


\nd whirr* nn I* Mv loei vdnM thou 
Sitt t i»f b* ik ith tin u un bough 
VV Ik r< p« uTb oil nuk n d wr« ith on brow, 
I t vnd mv Nora I 

Mid t ire nit t slid eciron t 

\\ Ik i |c>\ 1 1 up h«n< and flow* rs arc set — 

When I i gland *• cim i rv ire met 

Hi hold mi , Nor t 1 


In this Mr irge s< « n< nfnvlt}, 

VnmWt thi go-pum*- iln \ T r\ , 

\ foim 1 5 iw \\ is like to diet , 

M> ime, my Nora ! 


She pnusi 1 lmuM he r tomrrse glad , 
l he lidvs\w ih it I vs as <ad, 

Shcpitwd the poor lontH ltd — 

P > i lose hi r Non* 


In sooth he is i low }y dime, 

A lip of r« d and c\ e of fl ime 

And eduMenng gulden Wks the same 

As thine dear Nora! 



TO MAKV. 


1*7 

Her glance is softer than the da* ns, 

Her foot is lighter than the faw n s, 

Her breast is waiter tlwm the swan's. 

Or thine, my Nora S 

Oh, gentle breast to pitv the ! 

Oh, lav cl} I^atl}» fcmnly 1 

Till death — till <U ith l H think of the< — 

Of thee and Nora I 


TO Mi RY 

I *»rtM m th' mid t of tin ciowd 
1 In hghti st ol ill 
My 1 uix,ht* r i mgs t hi \ i v ind loud 
In briiifpii t iml J> dl 
\Iv l'p huh its mu I< s uid it* sneers, 

For ill irn n to \tt 

Hut my soul m \ niv troth and mv Pars, 
\r* lor tin * m toi tho I 

ground m< tin > ll liter ind f vvvn — 

1 he } ouni; i i 1 tin old 
Th< fiire^t \rt p ulv to pawn 
lluir In arts for my gold 
rhey sin in^ - 1 1 uu,h is I spurn 
I In ^Javt s my knit , 

But »n 1 nth and iri fondness I turn 
Onto thti untothir * 


SERENADE 

Vow the toils* of div are over 
And tlu sun hath sunk to rest, 
Seeking like a firr) lever, 

The bosom of the blushing West- 
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IOVI *«50\r<,S tASY 


The faithful night keeps watch and ward.. 

Raising tht rotxjn h« r silver shield 
And summoning the suu s to guard 
I'll* slumlx rs of niv f ur M lthridk f 

Th« futhful tugh 1 Nun ill things lit 
11 k 1 liv hi* limitl* tl nk liid dim. 

It piou*- hojw l I 111) I i 1 1t 

And humtj!} < ti uit umu t \ ning hymn 

Ihnu irt in\ pi iv* r m\ * i nt rn\ shnnt. f 
( I oi ru u i Ik* 1 v p 1 *i in 1 u 1 1 d 
O *%♦ j>e it ftit moii | ati i * ii »ii thuit ) 

Mj \n gni lou. nt > >\\ut M t u *• i 
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A TRAGIC STORY. 

BY ADHnrRT VON CH \MISSO 

"—-’a wat Eincr, dims ru Herzen gieng " 

T HFRI- livid a sigt in di\s of >orc , 
And K a handsome pigtm won , 
But wondered much and sorrowed more 
Because it hung behind him 

He mused upon this runoas case, 

And swore he d eh ingc the pigtail s place. 
And have it hinging at his face. 

Not dangling there behind 1pm. 

Says he, M The mystery I ve found,— 

I U turn me round, — he turned him round , 
But still it hung behind him. 

Then round and round, and out and in. 

All da> the puzzled sige did spin , 

In vain — it mattered not a pm, — 

The pigtail hung behind him 

And right, and left, and round about. 

And up and down, and in, and out, 

He turned , but still the pigtail stout 
Hung steadily behind him. 
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And though hn efforts never slack. 

And though he twist, and twirl, and tack* 
Alas I still faithful to his back 

The pigtail bangs behind him, 


THE CIIAPLET 

*ROM U HI AND 

"Es pflndlc 1 Ifluih in mannicfalt.” 

A I ITTI r girl through fit-id uui wood 
Went plucking Hnwf rets hire and there. 
Whin sudd< nly U side her stood 
A lady wondrous f,ur 

The lovtH 1 uly smiled and laid 
A wrt nh uix»n tlic maiden s brow 
"Wear it , twill blosmm soon, she said, 

" Although us lc'iflt sb now 

The httk nnidtn older grew 
And w indtri d forth of moonlight eves, 
And sighed anti lo\td as maids will do , 
When, lo 1 her wrtath bore leaves 

Tlien was our m iuI a wife and hung 
L jon a jo> ful bridegroom s bosom , 

When from the garlind s leases thgre sprung 
hmr store of blossom 

And presently a habv fair 

Upon her gentle breast she reared , 

When midst the wrtath that bound her hair 
Rich golden fruit appeared 

But when her love lay cold m death, 

Sunk m the black and silent tomb, 

All sere and withered was the wreath 
That wont so bright to bloom. 



TBS KXKG ON THE TOWER. IJJ 

Vet still the withered wreath she wore , 

She Wore it at 4 her dying hour , 

'When, lo I die wondrous garland bore 
Both leaf, and fruit, and flower 1 


THE KING ON THE TOWER. 

{•ROM UHI *\n 

u Da liegen sie allr, die 4,rim.n Huhen 

THr cold grty hills tluy bind mo around, 

The darksome \olU \ > lit sl« cping lx low, 

But the winds as tbt > pass o 1 1 ill tins ground 
Bring tfic never a sound ot vvtx 

Oh 1 for all I base suffut d md sit iv< n, 

Cjjc. has unbittcrtd my fnp ind my feast , 
But here is the nudit anti tin d irk blue heaven, 
And mj^soul shall be it ri^t 

O golden kgtnd-> writ in t* i skies i 
1 turn tow mis >ou with longing soul, 

And list to the awful ha rim urns 
Of the Spherts ns on th» v roll 

My hair is grev and m\ sight nigh gone , 

My sword it rustclh upon thi wall , 

Right have I spoken and right h m I done , 
When shall I rest m< one e for all ? • 

O blessed rest * O rn> il night 1 
Wherefore seem' th tlit. time* so long 
Till I see yon stars in thur fullr st light, 

And list to thur loudest song 1 
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TO A VERY OLD WOMAN. 

LA MOTTE FOUQU& 

"UnJ Du gingsi cmst, die Myrt* xm Haarb 1 * 

Akd thou wcrt once a maiden fair, 

A blushing’ virgin warm ind young 
With m>rtles wrt \th< <1 m golden hair. 

And glossy brow that km w no c ire--— 

Upon a binlegioom s inn you hung 

The gokl< u locks ».rc silvered now, 

1 In blushing eh» ck is pit iml wan , 
The »pnngtniv bloom the lutumn glow, 
All s one -in dummy coiner thou 
Silt si slu vc ring on — 

A moment —and thou sink *t to lest 1 
To w iki pc rh ips an angel bltst 

In the bright presence of thy Lord 
Oil wi lry is life s pith to ill » * 

Hird is the strife ami light the* fill 
Dut wondrous tile reward 1 


A CREDO 


fuR the sole edification 
Of this decent congregation 
Goodly people, by your grant 
I will sing a holy chant — 

I will sing a holy chant 
If the ditty sound but oddly* 

'I was a father, wise and godly, 
t Sang it so long igo — 

Then sing ns Martin Luther sang 
As f)octor Martin Luther sang 
* Who loves not wine, woman and song. 
He is a fool his whole life long t * 



A CREXJO 


II 

He, by custom patriarchal, 
boved to see the beaker sparkle . 

And he thought the wine improved. 
Tasted by the lips be loved — 

By the kindly lips he loved 
Friends, I wish this custom pious 
Duly were observed by us, 

To combine love, song, wme 
And sing is Mai tin Luther sang 
As Doctor Martin Luther tang 
** Who loves not wine, woman, and song 
He is a fool his whole lift long * 


ill 

Who refuses thi*> our Credo, 

And who will not sing as w t do 
Were he holy vs John Knox, 

1 d pronounce hum lit tcrodox, 

I d pronounce him heterodox. 

And from out this congrt gauon 
With a solemn comm in it ion 
Banish quick the here, tic, 

Who w ill not sing as Luther sang 
As Doctor Martin Luther sang , 

•‘Who loves not wint, woman, and song. 
He is a fool his whole life long ' 
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FOUR 

IMITATIONS’ OF B&RANGER. 

LE ROI D'YVETOT 

I L <5tait un roi d Yv< lot, 

Pcu connu clans I histoire, 

Sc Its int tard, s( cous hint tAt, 

Dormant fort bun s ms gloiri 
Et couronn^ pa 1 * Jsanm ton 
D un simpU bonnet dc colon 
Dit-an 

Oh » oh » oh I oh 1 ah » ah ' lh » ih 1 
Quel bon i* tit roi c 6tait la ! 

La, lo- 
ll fesait ses quatre repas 
Dans son palais dc chaumc, 

Et sur un &nc, pos A pas 
Parcourut son rovaume* 

Joyeux, simple, et crojant le bien, 

Pour toutc gorcft d n avait not 
Qu un chien 

Oh 1 t h M oh * oh ! ah ’ ah 1 all ! ah I && 

II n’avait dc goftt ongreux 
Qu’unt soil un peu save , 

Mats, en rendant son peuple heureux, 

11 faut bien qu’uo roi vive , 
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Lui-mdme A tabic, ct sans suppdt, 

Sur chaque mind k vait un pot 
D imput. 

Oh 1 ob » oh » oh ! ah I ah I ah ! all I 6c. 

Aux filles dr bonnes maisons 
( omnit il i\ nt sit pi lire, 

St s sujr ts, ivucnt ct nt raisons 4 

Dt It nomrncr It ur |>crt 
D ulkurs il lie It v ut d»*bin 
<Jut pour tir« i qintti fuia 1 an 
Au bl me 

Oh I oh f oh r oh 1 ih f i i 1 all * ah * Sjc 

Il n igmndit po nt s' s (Hats, 

I ut un votsin tom mode 
I t modi' U dos pou nuts, 

Prit It plusir jxHir uxk 
Cc n cst qu( lorsqu il t xpira, 

Qm. 11 pen pi* cjiu 1 1 nterra 
Vh nra 

Oli » oli » oh i oh i all i ah » ah ! ah t Ac 

On conserve encor k portrut 
I>» n tligm U bon prinu 
C ttl 1 tnsrigm d un ». ibnr» t 
I um u\ dans 1 1 pio\ mec 
Lt> jours d» fttt bitn souvent, 

La fault. ■*» t eriL cn buv mt 
IXiant 

Oh 1 oh 1 oh ! oh 1 ah 1 ah ' ah ! ah ! &c» 


TUB KING OF YVETOT. 

TuERr was a king of Yvetot 
Of whom renown nath little said, 
\\ ho li t all thoughts of glory go 
And daw died half his days abed , 



THE &mc OF yvetot, 


I4t 


And every night, ns night came round, 
By Jenny with a nightcap crowned. 
Slept very sound 
Sing ho, ho ho I and he, he, he l 
That’s the kind of king for me. 

And every div it c-inu to p i*s. 

That four lusty meals xna-tK he , 

And, step by stt p upon an tss, 

Rode abroad, bis realms to see , 



And wherever hr did stir, 

What think mu w is his escort, sir? 

Whv m old cur 
S» g ho, ho ho 1 &c 

If e’er he went into excels 

T w-is from i somewhat l.velj thirst , 
But he who would his subjects bless. 
Odd's fish 1 — must wet his whistle first f 
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I 

And so from eierv cask they got, 

Our king did to himself allot 
At least a pot 
Sing ho ho 1 

1 o nil th* 1 Min s of the land, 

A courteous king and kind, was he— • 

The uasonwhv you 11 understand, 

Hity nirrnd him 1‘xtir l**itrut 
1 ith \t ir lit nlltd h's fighting mm 
And inaichtd i It igu* fioni home, and then 
M in hc«l Iku k *\t un 
Sing ho ho 1 

Niithei hv font nor fdst prcUnci 

Ih ought to m vkt hi^ kingdom great. 
And mule (O p.inos It irn from lienee.) 

I m uid If t It < his rule of slite. 

'Tw is only whtn he <nni< to elie 
rhit his ptopir who stood bv 
\N. t r< know n to cry 
Sing ho ho ! &.i 

Tht portrait of this lx st of kings 
1 i \t uu still upon i sign 
J hit on v m'I tg< hum wings t 

T aims l in th« country for good wine 
llu pcopU mtlmrSundu trim, 

I tiling th* ir gl isst s to thi brim, 

I ook up to him 

Singing ha hi hi* and he he, he* 

1 hat a the soi t of kmg for me 


THE KING OF BRENTFORD 

AsonirR \ersio\ 

THFRr was a king m Bn ntford —of whom no legends tell 
But who without his glon --could eat md sleep nght well 
His Polly's cotton nightcap —it was his crown of state, 

Hi slept of evenings early,— and rose of mornings late. 



t& GRENIER 


«4J 

Alt tn a toe mu4 palace, ^-each day be took four meals, 

And for a guard of honour— a dog ran at bis heels, 

Sometimes, to view his kingdoms -rode forth tins monarch good, 
And then a prancing jackass— he roj ally bestrode 

r> 

'there were no costly habits— with which this king was curst. 
Except (and a here s the harm on t ?)— a somewhat lively thirst , 
But people, must pa) taxes —and kings must hive their sport 
Bo out of every gallon— Iiis Gract he took a quart 

He pleased the ladies round him — v, itii rmnners soft and bland , 
' With reason good, the) n lined him— the father of his hnd 
Each year his mighty irmu s — nnrt in d fortii in gallant show , 
Thor enemies were targe ts, - thur bulk ts they we re tow 

He vexed no quiet neighbour — no us« k*s conquest made 
But by the laws of pK isurt— lu*. p< ictftd rt dm hi swavtcf 
And in the >t irs he n igned - tin o u h a’ 1 dus country wide, 
There was no cause for wu ping ~jve win n the good man dial 

The faithful nun of Bnmford— do Mill thtir king dtplort, 

Hi$ portrait y» t is swinging— b* s,«»k an \U house dooi 
And toperrf, tend* r liem ti d — n git i his hom t phiz, 

And envy times departed,— that knew t rugn like his 


LE GRENIER 

Je viens revoir 1 asdc ou in i jcuntsst 
De la raisfcre a subt les lemons 
J avms vmgt ans une folle maftressr 
De francs amis et 1 amour dt s chansons 
Bravant Ie tnonde et It s sots et les sages, 

Sans ftvemr, riche dc mon prints nips, 

Leste et jo> A ux je monhis mk (Stages. 

Dans un gremcr qu on cst bien & vmgt ans 1 

C’est un grerner, point nc veux qu on 1 ignore 
U fut mon lit, bten chdtif et bien dur , 

Li fut ma table , el je retrouve encore 
Trois pieds d un vers charbonnds sur le mur 
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FOUR IMITATIONS OF STRANGER 


Apparaissez, plateirs de mon bcl Age, 

Que d'un coup d allc a fustigds 1c temps 
Vlngt fbis pour vous j ai mis mi montre en gage. 
Dans un gremer qu on est bum A vingt ans I 

Lisette m doit surtout appnrattrc, 

Vive, joht avee u n fms chapeau, 

TXjA si mam a. 1 r *roiti fent tre 
Suspt nd son sch d cn guise dt rnieiu 
S*i robe -uissi v l parcr m i couchette 
Rcspcctt Amour se s pits long 1 < t fiottin> 

J u su <!tpui cjui pi> in * i tom *u 

Duns un gienur qu on i st bun v ngt in 1 

A t ihk un jour jour di mdc ru hc's« , 

I)l mes tntii !< s \oix br 11 u nl m chu ur, 

Qu inti jump ici mont un uri d ilh gu is* 

A Marengo Hon ipirti i t \ iliiqui ur 
Lc iwon potnU , imnutn ihmt commence, 
Nous ci'li bron i int vli f ms cd it ins 
I t , iois jiiu u 1 n m\ duroiU 1 r 1 r mu 
D ms un r<_n « r qu on cst Im n i vm» r t ms 1 9 

Quittons <o inn oil mi ruson sumr< 

On * qu il-i out lo n e< s jours si n g r r iu s f # 

1 t, tli mg* r us u qu tl tuc ri sli \ v vt» 

< ontro un dt > moi* qu m l>n u m » i ompUs, 
Pournv< gloiri , iniour plusir folu 
Pour dt p user msh < n peu d inst ins 
DAtn long tsj>o,r jkjut li voir initxllu 
Dons un giunc- qu on isi ban i vingt «ins * 


THE GARRET . 

With pensive cus thi little room I vitu, 
Whcifc in mv youth, I wathered it so long. 
With i Wild ruistrtss st much friend or two, ' 
And li Tight hi \rt still breaking mto song 



THE GARRET. 


Making a mbck of b fh and all its cores, 

Rich tn the glory of my rising sun, 

Lightly I vaulted up four pair of stairs, 

In the brave da>s when 1 was twenty one. 

Yes, *tts a garret — let him know't who will— 
There was my lied — full hire! it was and small # 
My table there. — and I decider still 
Haifa lame couplet charcoaled on the wall. 



Ye joys th it 1 ime hath sw<. pt w ith him awfijt 
Come to mint e>cs, y< drmms of lovi and fun , 
For jou I pawned my w itdi liow nnnj i day, 

In the brav davs when l w is twenty one 

And see my Iittlr b*ssv fir t of ill 
She comes with pouting lips and sparkling eyes 
Behold, how roguishly she pins her shawl 
Across the narrow casement, curtain wise, 

New by the bed her petticoat glides down, 

And when did woman look the worse in none? 
I have heard since who paid for many a gown, 

In the brave days when I was twenty one 
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One jolly evening, when my fi tends and I 
Made happy music with our songs and cbeefS, 
A shout of tnumph mount*, d up thus high* 

And distant cannon oi>cned on our ears 
Wt rise — we join ui thi triumphant strain, — 
Napoleon conquers -Au^ierhtz is won — 
Tyrants •ihall n* v» r tre ul us down agun, 

In the brave d iys when I wa> twenty one 

I-et us begone — iht pi ice is sad and strange— 
How fir firofi thi e hipp\ times ippear f 
All that I have to hv< I d pi idle eh mge 

hor on* Mich month i* 1 h iv* w isted here — 
To di iw long dr* mis of Ik autv *'• f and power, 
hrom founts of hnp< that newt will outrun, 
And drink all ht< s qumttssenee i 1 m hour, 

Give me the days when I was twenty one 


ROGER BON TEMPS 

At x gms u nhilnires 
Pour e \t inph rloam 
] n un temps dr miares 
r Honti mps e * n «5 
Visrt obv ur \ g use, 

N irgucr les r t< conti iv 
Ll> gu 1 < * r t 1 1 fkiH 
I)u gros Rogir Honteinps 

Du ch ipeau de son pere 
Coiffe 4 dans les grands jours , 
Pe roses ou de herre 
1 c rajc umr toujours , 

Mettre un inantiau de bure, 
\ led ami de vingt ins 
I h gai f c est la paxure 
Du gros Roger nontcraps 

Fosstfder dans •>% hutte 
Une t iblc f nn \ieux lit, 

Des cartes, une flfltc, 
hn broe que Dicu rcmplit , 



EOOEE-BOKTEMPS. 


H7 


Vn portrait de roaltresse, 
Uu coflrc et nen dedans , 
Eb, gai 1 c'crct \a nchcsse 
Du gros Rogt r- Bon temps 

Aux enf ins de la ville 
Montrer d p< uts j< ux , 
T-tit fi scur h ihiK 
Dc contci gravc.lt ux , 



Ne parler quo de cl in* 

Ft d almanac hs chant ins , 
fch, gat * c cst H science, 
Ju gros Rog< r Bontc mps 

I aute dc vins d fhtc , 

Sabh r ceux du canton , 
Prtfihu M irgui rue 
Aux dames du grand ton 



FOUR IMITATIONS OF &&RAKGS3U 


Dc Joie et de tendresse 
Rexnptfr tous ses instans 
Eh, gai t c tst la sagesse 
Du gros Roger-fJontemps. 

Din au ci« 1 Jc me fie, 

Mon pen \ 1 1 l>onl£ , 

Dt in i plnfo >ouhu 
[’inform* ligdtf 
<^u» nia suson dirmfrc 
Soit en<on un prMiurnps, 

T h gm 1 c i st 1 1 prit rt 
I)u gros Roptr Ponlimos 

Vous prun rt s pk ins d « n\ ic, 
Vitos rah* s tit sirt uv 
Vous donl k th Lr ck\ic 
\prts un cour-> heureux , 
Vous tjui perdn / jKut Ctre 
Dts titrtb <tl it ms 
} h p u 1 print / pour in litre 
fo gros kog r lfonti mps 


JOLLY JACK 

WflFN fierce pol tir*d debate 

Throughout the isle vn. storming, 

And Rads attacked the throne and state, 
And Tones the r* forming. 

To l dm tht furious rage of each, 

And right the land demented, 

Heaven sent us Jol!> Tack to teach 
The wa\ to lx. contented 

Jack s lied w as straw , twas warm and soft. 
His chair, a thrre bgged stool 
His brok< n jug was cm fitted oft, 

^ et, somehow, always full. 
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JOWLY JACK. 

His mistress' portrait decked the wail, 
His mirror had a creek : 

Yet, gay and glad, though this was all 
His wealth* Jived Jolly Jack. 

To give advice to avowee. 

Teach pride its mean condition. 

And preach good *>ense to dull pretence, 
Vfas honest Jack s high mission 



Our simple statesman found hts rule 
Of moral in the flagon. 

And held his philosophic school 

Benea h the “George and Dragon/* 

When village Solons cursed the Lords* 
And called tlie mall-tax sinful. 

Jack heeded not their angry words. 
But smiled and drank his skinful. 


FOUR IMITATIONS OF BCRAHGER, 


* 

And When men wasted health and life 
In search of rank and rtches, 

Jock marked aloof the paltry strife, 

* And wore his threadtare breeches. 

* J I enter not the C htnxh, * he said, 

M But I II not seik to rob it ! ” 

So woithy J ick loc Miller re id. 

While oiht rs sturlud f obbett 
His t ilk it w xs of feast xnd fun , 

His gindt the Mm in ick 
from youth to 'igr tlnn gaily run 
I he life of Jolly Jack 

And when J ick prxyid as oft he would, 
lit humbly th inked his Maker , 

" I mi said hf 0 7 atlicr good 1 
Noi ( xthohe nor Qutktr 
Give each his cri r d let rat h proclaim 
His cat iloguc of i urscs , 

1 trust in I hee -11111 not in them. 

In I hit and in lhy mire. its! 

" Torgite me if, midst all Hiy works. 
No hint I see of damning , 

\nd think thin s faith among the lurks. 
And hope for e en the Brahmin 
H irmless my mmd is, and my mirth, 
And kindly h> my laughter , 

I ^annot see the smiling earth. 

And think there's hell hereafter ’ 

Tack died , he left no legacy, 

Sa\c that his story tciches — 

Content to peevish poierty , 

Humility to riches 
Ye scornful great, ye en\ious small, 
Conic follow in his track ; 

We all were happier, if we all 
Would copy Jolly Jack 



IMITATION OF HORACE. 




IMITATION OF HORACE, 


TO HIS SERVING BOY. 

P r RSK OS odi 

Put r apparatus , 
lMplu i nt ncx l 
P hihi i coron v 
MitU sitl'in 
Rosa quo lot arum 
Sera niontur 

Sim pile i myrto 
Nihil all lborts, 

Vilnius ruro 
Niqnt te nun ist rum 
J>edccxt myitus 
Noque me sub aret\ 

Vite bibcntem 


AD MINISTRAM 

Dear Lucv jou know what my wish is,— 
1 hate ill your 1 rcnchified fuss 
Vour silly ^ntrtks and made dishes 
Were ne\er intended for us 
No footman m lace ind m ruffles 
Need dangle behind my arm chair , 

And never mind seeking for truffles. 
Although they be ever so rare 



IMITATION OF HORACE. 


But a plain leg of mutton, my Lucy, 

I prithee get ready at three 
Have it smoking, and tender, and juicy. 
And what bcttty* meat can there be? 
And when it has feasted the master, 
'Twill amply suffice for the maid , 
Meanwhile 1 w ill smoke tny canaster. 
And tipple my ale in the shade 



OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW 
FACES 




OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW 
FACES. 


THE KNIGHTLY GUERDON * 

U NTO l F to tu\ L tin. I nevci touM 1* , 

I vow h> tu Minis ind tlu lilfsvil Mnri**, 
kmcc the du>ol itc hour when we dootl l»v tin shore, 

Attd jrour dark gilli v waited to c my von o cr 
My faith then J plight* d my love I ionf<bsri, 

As 1 gTW- >ou the. IUTTI i Axi_ 1 1 irk* d w »ih vour crest I 

When thfc bold b irons met in mv father’s old h'lll 
Was not Edith the. flower ol tht banquet and ball ? 


* 11 WAPFING 01 D SI AIRS 

"Your Molly has never been false, she declire*^ 

Since the last time wc parted at Wipptng Old Stairs # 
When I said thit I would continue the same, • 

And gave you the bacco box marked with m> name 
When X passed a whole fortnight between decks with you, 
Did X e er give a kiss, 1 om, to one of v our crew 7 
To be useful and kina to my Thomas 1 stay d, 
to r hi* trouser* I washed, and his grog too I made. 


"Though you pre msed last Sunday to walk in the Mall 
With Susan from Deptford and likewise with Sail, 

In Silence X stood your unkindness to hear. 

And only Upbraided my I om with a team 
why should Sail, or should Susan, than me be more prized T 
For the bean that u true, Tom, should ne'er be despised. 
Then be constant and kind, nor your Molly forsake , 

Stitt your trousers 1 11 wash, and your grog too 111 make." 


rj8 old friends wrrn new faces, 

In the festival hour, cm the Ups of your bnde, 

Was there ever a smile save with rntCB at my side? 

Alone in my turret I loved to sit best, 

To blazon your Banner and brorder your crest 

The knights were assembled, the tourney was gay 1 

Sir Ulric rode first in the warrior-mdlde 

In the dire battle-hour vvh» n the tourney was done, 

And you gave to another tht wreath you had won I 
Though 1 never reproitht d thic* cold cold was my breast* 
As I thought of thu Bvhi l , ah ! and that crest 1 

But away with remembrance, no mor will I pine 
That others usurped for a time wha*. was mint. ! 

T here s a F f si iv ai 1 lot r for my l Tnc and nit. 

Once more as of old sh ill lu licnd at my knet , 

Once more by tbf sick of the knight I lovt best 
Shall 1 blazon hi* Banner and broider his crest 


THE ALMACK'S ADIEU . 

Yolk t mny was never false hearted. 

And this she protests ind she vows. 
From the trtsU momtut when we parted 
On the staircase of Devonshire House I 
1 blushed when you asked me to marry, 

% I vowed 1 would never forget , 

And at porting I gave my dear Hairy 
A beautiful vintgarutt ! 

We spent tn j>t<r wee all December, 

And I ne < r condescended to look 
At Sir Chailcs, or the rich countv member, 
Or even at that darling old Duke. 

You were busy with dogs and with horses ; 

Atom, in my ch.imbcr I sat, 

And made you the nicest of purses, * 

And the smartest black satin cravat I 



whek the gloom is oh the GLEN. I$9 

At night with that vile Lady Frances 
(Je faisans mm tapuseru] 

You danced every one of the dances, “ 

And never once thought of poor mt * 
hfon pawn petit c&ur I what a shiver 
I felt as she danced the last set , 

And you gave, O mm Duu / to revive her 
My beautiful vmtgareitc I 

Return love 1 aw ay w ith coquetting 
T his flirting disgraces a man , 

And ah ! all th< while you rt forgetting 
rhe heart of your poor little T an 1 
, Revtens / break aw ay from those Circes, 

Revttns for a met little chat , 

And I vt made sou the swt ctcst of purses, 

And a lovtlj black satin eras u ! 


WHEN THE 07 00V IS ON THE GLEN . 

WhiiS the moonlight s on the mountain 
And the gloom is on the glen, 

* At the cross lx side, thi fountain 
Then? is one will met t th<e then 
At the cross beside the fountain, 

Yes, the cross beside. the fountain, 

There is one w ill meet thee then ! 

I have braved, since first we met, love. 

Many a danger in my course , 

But f nevt r can forge t, love, 

That dear fountain, that old cross, 

Where, her mantle shroud< d oVr her— 

For the winds woe chilly then — 

First I mt i my Leonora, 

When the gloom was dn the glen. 

Many a clime I've ranged since then, love, 

Many a land l*vc wandered o'er , 

But a v&Uey like that glen love, 

Half so dear 1 never sor ! 



OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW FACES* 


Ne’er saw maiden fairer, coyer. 

Than wert thou, my true love, when 
In the gloaming first I saw yer. 

In the gloaming of the glen 1 


THE RED FLAG 

Will'S E the quitting lightning flings 
His irrows from out thr clouds 
And th< howling t* mj> t mgs 
And whistle unong ih ihrouds 
’I is pit tsmt ti% pit is\n to nde 
Along tht fo mnng h*int — 

Wilt fn the Rom r s limit * 

Wilt follow him 1 idv mine? 

Hun ih 1 

For tht bonny bonny h r »nc 

Amidst tht storm and rich, 

\ou Heill si i our £ ilU v P'tss 
As a si rj*.m lithe and hi \ch 

Glides through tht w ivmg grass 
As tlu vulture, swift ind d irk, 

Down on the ring dove hies 
You shill set tht Hours link 
Swoop down uj>on his prize, 

Ilurr h * 

For the bonny bonny pri7t 

Over her sides we dash 

Wi gal' op across her deck— 

Hs 1 there s a ghastly £**h 

On the tneich int captain s neck— 
Well shot well sjjot old Nisi ! 

Well struck we 1 ! struck, black James! 
Our arms are red, md our foes are dead. 
And we leave a ship in flames 1 
Hurrah I 

For the bonny bonny flames t 



COMMANDERS OF TUB FAITHFUL. 


DEAR JACK . 

DEAR Jack, this white mug that with Guinness 1 fill 
And dnnk to the health of Sweet Nan of the Hill, 
Was a$cc Tommy Tosspot's as jovial a sot 
As e*«%drew a spigot, or drain d a full pot — 

In dnnking all round 'twos his joy to surpavs 
And with all merry tipplers he swigg d off his glass 

One morning in summer while stated so snug 
In the porch of his garden disc ussing hi* jug, 
StemTkath on a sudden to lorn did appear 
And said, 'Honest Thom is conn uk< your last bitr 
We kneaded his tl ly in the sh ipo of this i in 
From which let us drink to the health of in) Nan 


COMMANDERS OF THE FAITHFUL 

Tint Tope h< is a li »pp> min 
His Paliec is th< Vit in, 

And there lit sits and drams his can 
The Pope he is i happ\ man 
I often si) when 1 in at horm 
I d like to tv tin Pop of Rome 

And th<n thues Sultan Salichn 
That Turkish Sold an full of sm 
H< has a hundnd wm » it lr lit, 

B> which his pleasure is inria ised 
1 ve often wishtd I hofic no sin, 

That I weu. Suit in Sdadin 

But no tlic Pope no wife ma> choose. 

And so I would not wear his shoes , 

No wine inav dnnk the proud Paynim, 

And so I d rather not U him 
My wift my wine 1 lose, I hope, 

And would be neither Turk nor Pope 



OLD FRIENDS WU'H NEW FACES. 


l6j 


WHEN MOONLIKE ORE THE 
H AZURE SEAS 

When moonlikc orp th< hmire sms * 
In soft tfful j,i net sw tils, * 

When silv<r jtws \n<l h\!m> hreaze 
Fund down the I i!> s bells, 



\V hen cairn and ckap f the rosy slcnp 
Has 1 \pt vour soal in dreems, 

R Hnngelim. ! R lad) mint 1 
l>ost thou rtmcmlxr amts’ 



JUNG CANUTE. 


id, 


1 mark thee in the Marble AU, 
Where England s lovelier shine^- 
1 Say the Curest of them hall 
Is Lady Hangelme 
My soul, in desolate eclipse, 

B With recollection teems — 

And then 1 hask with wet ping lips, 
Dost thou rtmemhi r Joanns? 

\wa> 1 1 may not till thu hall 
This soughring heirt endures — 
Then is a loncl> spernt < ill 
I'll it Sonow ne\cr cures , 

Hurt is i. little hull Star 
lint still ibow nu beams, 

It is ihf St ir of Hnpi - lmt u * 

Die>t thou rum mix r Jt inv b* 


KING CANUTE 

King Caniti. was weary heartid , hi had reigned for years a 
score, 

Battling, struggling, pushing fighting killing much and robbing 
more, 

And he thought upon his actions, w liking by the wild sea shore. 

*Twixt the Chancellor and Bishop w ilkcd th< Kmg^ith steps 
sedate, 

Chamberlains and grooms came after, silver sinks and gold- 
sticks great 

Chaplains, aides de camp, ind pages,— all the officer* of stale. 

Sliding after like a shadow, pausing when h* thov to pause, 

If a frown his flee contracted, straight the courtiers dropped 
their jaws, 

II to laugh the King was minded, out the y burst m loud hee- 
haws. 
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Rot that day a something vexed him, that was dear to oM and 
young 

Thrift his Grace had yawned at table, when hts favourite glee* 
men «ung f 

Once the Quct n would have consoled him, but he bade her hold 
her tongue 

a< Something uls mj gracious mister, cried the Keeper of 
the Stal 

•'Sun., ro> I*ord, it ij th lunprrjs served to dinner, or the 

U \] * 

•• INh t 1 * ixclumul tli* tr i»r) rm rtirch 'keeper, tu» not 
that 1 h d 

" lis the h /// and noi th* dmmr fool, tint iloth my rest 
impair 

Cm i king l** great i 1 im prithee md vit know no cans % 

Oh, I in sick mil tired iml wear) —Sonic one cued, ’'The 
King b arm chan * 

Then towards the lutjut * turning quick mv Ix>rd the Keeper 
noddl'd 

Straight the Kings grt it ehur was brought him by two foot- 
mi n t!>k ljodird 

languidly he sank into it it w is comfort \blv wadded 

* Leading on mv fuiu eoinpimons '* cried ht "over storm 
and In im 

I have fought and l huu conquered! Where was glory like 
to mint ? 

Loudlj all tile court ms echoed ' W r hcrc n> glory like to 
ihint ? 

" Whit avail me all mv kingdoms ? W i ary an I now and old , 

Those fair sons I have 1* got n n long to see me dead and cold , 

Would I wen, ind quiet burn el undcrncuh the silent mould 1 

"Oh remorse, the writhing serpent’ at my bosom tears and 
bites , 

Horrid homd things I look on though I put out all the lights. 

Ghosts of ghastly rccollcaions troop about my bed at nights. 



KING CAKUTE 


165 

"OtiCs burning, convents blazing, red with sacrilegious fires , 
Mothers weeping, virgms screaming vainly for their slaughtered 
'sires “ — * 

♦•Such a tender conscience, cries tht Bishop, 'every one 
admire! 

**But for such unpleasant bygones tease, my gracious lord, 
to search, 

"They're forgotten and forgiven by our Holy Mother Church , 
Never, never docs she leave her liuiefti tors in the lurch 

" Look 1 tile 1 ind is crowm d with minsters, which vour Graces 
bounty rustd 

Abbeys tilled with holy mtn, wht.rc you and Heaven are daily 
praised 

Yav, m\ Lord, to think of d\ing’ on niy (onsuenci I'm 
amazed 1 

"Nay, I feel,” replied King C mutt , that my end is drawing 
near 

“Dont s»ay so, f \elainied tlu ourturs (striving each to 
squeeze a ti ir) 

"Sure your Grace is strong and lusty, ind miylivc this fifty 
year ” 

" Live these fiftv years ! die Bishop roared , with actions made 
to suit 

“ Are you mad, my good Lord keeper, thus to speak of Kmg 
Canute? # 

Men have lived a thousand years, and sure Hs Majesty will 
doX 

"Adam, Fnoch Lantech, Cai nan Mihdoel Methuselah, 
laved time hundred years apiece, ind nuynt the Kmg as 
well as they?" 

" Fervently , 9 exclaimed the Ke< per ' fervcntlv I trust he may * 

"//e to die?” resumed the Bishop ' He a mortal like to us t 
Death was not for him intended, though communis omnibus 
Keeper, you are irreligious for to talk and cavil thus. 
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#< With bis wondrous skill m healing ne’er a doctor can com- 

pctt, 

Loathsome lepers, if he touch them! start up clean upon (bar 
feet , 

Surely he could raise the dead up, did his Highftcss think It 
meet 

t 

11 Did not oner tin Jewish captain vtiv the sun upon the hill, 
And, tin while he sltw th< fotmen, bid the silver moon stand 
still? 

So, no doubt, could gr u ious C mute, if t were his sacred will ’* 

"Might T stij the sun above us, good Sir Bishop > 1 Canute 
cried 

•Could 1 tml th» silver moon to piuw upon her heavenly Tide? 
If the moon olx>s my orders, sure lun command the tide 

“Will the advancing waxes obey nit, Bishop, if I make the 
sign? 

Said thi Bishop bowing lowl> 11 Lind ind sea, my Lord, are 
thine 

Cumin tumid tow irds the ocean—" Back I ’ he said, "thou 
forming bune 

“From thi sic red shore I stind on, 1 command thee to 
rcti eat , 

Venture not thou stormy rtlxl, to appioach thy master's seat 
Oeem, be thou still 1 1 bid thee come not nearer to my feet ) * w 

But the sulk n oeeui answered with i louder deeper roar, 

And the i ipul xv i\cs diew m ircr filling sounding on the shore , 
Back the Keeper and the Bishop, baeh the King and courtiers 
boie 

And he stcrnlv bade them nexcr more to Knod to human day, 
But alone to pruse and worship That which earth and seas 
obt> 

And his golden crown of empire never wore he from that day** 
King Canute is dead and gone Parasites exist alway v 
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FRIARS SONG - 

Some love the matin chimes* which tell 
The hour of prayer to sinner 
But better far s the mid day bell, 

* Which speaks the hour of dinner , 
For when I see a smoking fish, 

Or capon drown d in gravy, 

Or noble haunch on silver dish. 

Full glad 1 sing my ave. 

My pulpit is in alehouse bench. 
Whereon I sit so jollv , 

A smiling rosv country wench 
M> saint and patron holy 
1 kiss her cht ck o n d and sleek, 

I press htr ringlc ts w ivy 
And in her willing car I sjxak 
A most religious ivc 

And if I m blind vet Htaven is kind 
And holy saints forgiving , 

For sure he leads a right good life 
Who thus admires good living 
Above, they say, our flesh is air, 

Our blood celestial ichoi 
Oh, grant ! mid all the changes there 
They may not change oui liquor i 
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OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW FACES. 


ATRA CURA. 

Before I lost my five poor wits, 

1 mind me of a Romish clerk, * 

Who sang how Care, the phantom dark, 
Beside the betted horseman sits. 
Methought I s \w the grisly sprite 
jump up but now behind my KmghL 

And though Ik gallop as he may, 

I m\rk th it cursed monster black 
Still sits behind his honour s back. 

Tight squeezing of his heart ilway 
Like two black Templars sit thev there 
Beside one crupper, Knight and Care 

No kniglu am I with pennoned spear, 

To prince upon a bold destrerc 
I will not have blaek Care prevail 
Upon my long c ared charger s tail , 
for lo, I uni witless fool, 

And laugh at Grief and ndc a mule. 


REQUIESCAT 

Under the stone you behold 
Buried and coffined, and cold, 

Licth Sir \\ ilfnd the Bold. 

Always he marched in advance 
W arring m Flanders and France, 
Doughty with sword and with IanCfc. 

Famous m Saracen fight, 

Rode in his youth the good knight, 
Scattering Payhims in flight 
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Brian, the Templar untrue, 

Fairly m tourney be Hew, 

Saw Hierusalem too * 

Now he is buned and gone, 

L>ing beneath the grey stone 
Where shall you find such a one ? 



Long time his widow deplored, 
Wapmg the fate of her lord, 
Sadly cat off by the sword. 

When she was eased of her pain, 
Came the good I^ord Alhclsiane, 
When her Ladyship married again 



OLD FRIENDS WITH NEW FACES* 


, TUB WILLOW-TRER. 

Know yc the willow-tree 
\\ hose grey leaves quiver, 
Whtspcrmg gloomily 
To von pale river ? 

Ladv it eventide 
Winder not m ir it 
71 k> * \y its branches hide 
\ s ul lost spirit l 

Ona to the willow tree 
A m nd cimi ft arhil t 
Pale set med hi r cb« uc to be, 
HirbUu tvt tearful 
Soon he snw the tree. 

Hi i otf p movtd fleeter 
No one was there — ah me 1 
\ o one to meet her ! 

Qui* k lx it her Ik art to hear 
I he fir bills chime 
loll from the thnpcl tower 
The trv ting time 
Hut tin riel sun went down 
In gold* ri fl inn 
A id though she looked round, 
Y» t no one came ! 

Prespn tlv came the night, 
Sitlh to gr< ether, — 

Moon in her silver light, 
s«ars in thur glittt r , 

Hun sank the moon away 
l T nrle- the billow, 

Still w e pt the maid alone— 
riu re by the willow 1 

Through the long darkness, 

Hv the stream rolling. 

Hour ifttr hour went on 
Tolling and tolling 
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iHe wi!l$w*tr£e. 

Long was the darkness, 

Lonely and stilly , * 

i- Shrill came the night wind, 

Piercing and chilly 

Shrill blew the morning breeze, 

Biting and cold. 

Bleak peers the grey diwrt 
Over the wold 

Bk *k over moor \nd stre im 
IBooks th< grey daw n , 

Gr«.y, with dishevr lkd h ur, 

Still stands th« w lllow there — 
rilE MAID IS GONE 1 

JJomtnt , Do mine f 
Sing itK a h tan y, 

Sing for poor tnaidtn hi nt\ b*oL*n and imiry, 
Domint Domini / 

S nit -oc a n f cny % 

IVail we and wetp <t *oild Miiertte/ 


THE WILLOW -TREE. 

ANOrilLK VI KSION 


Long b> the wdtow mes 
Vainly thty sought htr 
Wiw ring the mothers screams 
O er the grey wat» r 
* Where is ni> low!\ one > 
Where is my daughter ? 


* f Rouse thee, Sir Constable — 
Rouse thee and look , 
Fisherman bring your net. 
Boatman, your hook 
Beat in the lily beds. 

Dive m the brook t * 
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* Vainly the constable 

Shouted and calk d her , 

Vainly the fi&hcnn in 
Beat the grt en alder v 
Vainly he flung the net, 

Ncv< r it h uikd h* r» 

IV 

Mothc r tx^irk the fire 
Sat h< r m» htc'tp m , 
r Uhti, in e is> chair 
(jJoomily nipping 
When i* thi window sill 
C uue a light tapping ! 

v 

And t |>ik countr mnee 

I ooked through the tiscmcnt„ 
lx>ud be it llu moth* t s heir 
Sk k w ith T.nvi /1 me nl 
And it the \i ion which 
C inn to surpriM hr r. 

Shrieked in T.n ig«7ny — 

' I or * it * kit/ ir 1 

\ 1 

Yes 'tw^s riiz-ilxth — 

^cs t\i is* their girl , 

P lie w'is her cheek and he^ 

H m out of curl 
“ Mother * the loving one. 
Blush mg rvcl unit el 
1 <t not your innocent 
Lizzy be blamed 

\ II 

“ Yesterdsv going to Aunt 
loncii s to tea 
Mother dear mother, I 
/ o* jot the door key / 
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And os the night was cold. 
And the way steep, 

Mrs Jones kept me to 
Breakfast and sleep ** 


Vill 

Whether her Pm and Mm 
I* ully belie ved Ik r, 

*Ihat wc shall nev^r know 
Stern the} received her t 
And for the work of that 
t. nt«J though short night, 
Sent her to bed without 
Tea for a fortnight 


IX 

Moral. 

IJcy diddle dt J Urty , 

Cat and the l id *lcty t 

Afatdern of Fn^hnd taue caution by she/ 
l*t low and suicide 
Never t<.mf*t you a side , 
uind always rememocr to take the door-key 
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THFPOLMS 

OF 

THE MOLONY OF KILRALLYMOLONY 

THE PIMLICO PA VI LION 

"t/E pathrons of pumis, Minna a and Vanius, 

X Who sit on Parnassus th it mountain of snow, 

Desand from >our station mcl m ik» ulisi r vat ion 
Of the Prince s pavilion in sweet Pimlico 

This garden, by jakurs, is foitv poor acris 

(The gamer he tould me , and suit ought to know) 

And yet greatly bigger, in sire iml m figure, 

Than the Phant\ itself, semis the Pirk Pimlico 

O *tis there that the spoon is wht n the Queen and the Court is 
Walking magnanimous ill of a row 
Forgetful What st tti is among the pat ities 
And the pine-ipplc g miens of swc< t PuiiIko 

There m blossoms odorous thr* birds sing i chorus 
Of " God sa\e the Queen as the) hop to and fro , 

And you sit on the lunches and hark to the finches, 

Singmg melodious m sweet Pnuluo 

These shutting their phanthasies th«. v pluck polyanthuses 
That round m the gardens resplindentl) grow, 

Wid roses and je&sirams and other swret spetmnns. 

Would charm bould Lmnayus m sweet Pimlico 



U*A HIBHRNICAr. 


178 

You see when you wither, and stand in the cinther. 

Where the roses, and necturns, and collyflowett blow, 

A bin so trenundous, it tops the top-windows 
O i the elegant bouses of famed Pimlico 

And when you ve asemded that precipice sphndid 
You see on us summit a wondtherful show— 

A lovely Swish building, all punting ind gilding, 

The famous Pavilion of sweet Pimlico 

Prince Albert of 1 landthcrs that Print t of Commandthers 
(On whom mj best blessings hen by l bestow), 

With goold aril vernnhon h is d* eked th u Pavilion, 

Where the Queen ni ike t ikL ny in h* r sweet Pimlico 

There's Imts from John Milton the th imN r all gilt on 
And pictures bi ncalh them that s shaped like a bow , 

1 was greatly astounded to think th it th it Roundhead 
Should hnd an admission to famtd Pimlico 

0 lovely s each fresco and most picturesque O ( 

And while round the chuubt r isumnhtd I go, 

1 thtnk Dan Machs*, s u baits ill the pu ecs 
Surrounding the cottage of f imed Pimlico 

Easllakc has tbi dummy ( 1 good 01 e to limn he), 

And a vorgm ht punts with a sarjunt Ixdow , 

White bulls pigs xml pinthers, ind other enchanthers. 

Are painted bv Landseer in sweet Pimlico 

And nature smiles opposite, Sr infu Id he copies it , 

Oer CUudc or Poussang sute tis he that may crow 
But Sir Ross s best future is snnll nnnuuure — 

He shoukln t pamt ficscoes in famed Pimlico 

There s la'sht and Uwms his rather snnll doings, 
r Dierc s Dycc, ,is brave nnsthcr is Lngland can show , 
And the flowers and die sthrawlx rncs, sure he no dauber is. 
That pointed die panels of famed Pimlico 

In the pictures from Walther Scott, never a fault there s got. 
Sure the marble s as natural as thruc Scaglio , 
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And the Chamber Pompayen is sweet to take tap in, 

« > And ait butther'd muffins m sweet Pimlico 

Therms landscapes by Gruner, both solar and lunaf. 

Them two little Doylts, too, deserve a bravo , 

, Wtd de piece by young Townsend ( for janius abounds in't) , 
And that's why he's skuiltd to (mint Pimlico 

That picture of Severn s is worthy of rever nee, 

But some I won’t mmtion is i ithcr so so , 

For sweet philosdphy, or crumpets and coffee, 

O where s a Pavilion hkt swut Pimlico? 

O to praise this Pavilion would puzzle Qmntili in, 
Dayrtiosthcncs, Brough im or young ( iccro 
So, heavenly Goddess d >e pirdon niv modi sty 
And silence, my l)ic 1 about sweet Pimlico 

THE CRYSTAL PALACE 

With gamal foi t 
Ihrinsfuse me lovrr, 

\e sicrcd nvmplhs of Hindus 
The whoilt 1 sing 
I hat wondthrous thing 
The Palace made o windows f 

Say Pa\tun, truth. 

Ihou wondthrous youth 
What sthroke of irt ctlisual, 

What powtr was lint 
\on to invint 
This combineetion cristnl 

G would lx. fore 
Thai Thomas Moon 
Likcwoise the lat< I ord Bovron 
Thun aigks sihrong 
Of godlike song, 

Cast oi on that cast oiron ' 
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And saw thim walls. 

And glittering halls, 

Thim rising sic neither columns, 
Which I poor potc. 

Could not denote, 

No, not m twinty vollums 

My Muse 's words 
Is hkt the l>ird s 

Th it roosts be n» tth the panes there , 
Her wi >gs she spoils 
’Gunst the m bright toih s 
And cracks he r silly brura 'acre 

I his I’d ice t ill 
Ihi C risti il II *11 
Which lmpcrars might covet, 

Stinds in High Park 
I ike Noah s Ark, 

A rainbow bint lbovc it 

Tht tcjwers and fanes, 

In other scenes 
"I he fame, of this will undo, 

Sunt P ml s big doom. 

Saint Pivtlur s Room, 

And I hiblin s proud Kotundo 

Tis ht re that roams. 

As will Incomes 
Her elignUce end st itions, 

Vieton i Cm at, 

And houlds in state 
The (. ongress of the Nations 

Her sublets pours 
from distant shores, 

Ilci Inpans and Cannjians, 

And also w t , 

Her kingdoms three, 

Attind with our allagiance 
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Here come likewise 
Her bould allies. 

Both Asian and Europian , 

From East and West 
They send the ir best 
To fill her Coomucopcan 

I seen (thank Grace !) 

'I his wondthrous place 
(His Voblc Honour Misthcr 
H C ole it v\ is 
That gave the pass 
And let me see wh it is there) 

With conscious proidf 
I stud msoidc 

And look il th* World s Great Fair m. 
Until n»e sight 
W cs dazrb d quite 
And touldn’l see fur staring 

Then holy saints 
And minion p imts 
By M ijdi iy\ il Pugin , 

Alhamboi ough Jones 
T>*d punt the tones, 

Of yellow and gaml>ouge in 

TheieS fount uns there 
And cro>sts fm , 

.There s water gods with urrns , 

" There s organs three, 

T o pli> d >t «*rc 
14 God sa\c the Que< n, by turrns 

\ here s statu< s bright 
Of marble white 
Of silver and of copper , 

And some in zinc. 

And some , l think. 

That isn t oaer proper 
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'There's staym ingynes. 

That stands in lines, 

Enormous and amazing. 

That squeal and snort 
Like shales m sport. 

Or elephants a grazing 

f here s carts ancl gigs, 

And pins ior pigs, 

There s dibble rs md there’s harrows. 
And ploughs like to>s 
I«or little bo>s 
And iligmt wheclh irrow 

For thim gontei Is 
\\ ho ndt on whe t Is, 

Then s pit ntv to indulge ’em 
1 here b droskvs snug 
From Fivtirsbug, 

And vayliyeles from Dulgium 

Ihcu s cabs on stands 
And bh’tndthrjd inns , 

The rc ^ waggons from New York here , 

I ht n s pi vnd sh ighs 

II i\l cro^s d the st is, 

And j Hinting c\ irs from C ork here 

Amazed l pass 
I rom glass to gl tss, 

Deloighttd I sursty eni , 

I*rc*»h wondthers grows 
Befon me nose 
In this sublime Musayum f 

Look heie safari 
I* rom far Japan, 

A sabre from Dimasco 
The re s shaw Is ye get 
1 rom far Thibet, 

And cotton prints from Glasgow 
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There’s German flutes, v 

Marocky boots, 

And Naples macaronies , 
Bohaymia 
Has sent Bohav , 

Poloma her polonies 

There s granite flints 
That s quite imrmnsc, » 

There s sacks of coals and fuels, 
There s swoids and guns. 
And soap in tuns, 

And gingerbread and jewels 

There s laypots there, 

And cannons rare , 

Hu ic s coffins fill cl with roses , 
I hen s c inv is tints 
Teeth msthrunwlts, 

And shuits of clothe j by Mo«u <5 

There's lishins more 
Of things m store 
But thim 1 don t renumber , 

Nor could disclose 
Did 1 compose 

From VI w time to Vovimber f 

Ah, Jum thru 1 
With eyes so blue. 

That you wt re here to view it 1 
And could I sert w 
But tu pound tu, 

’Tis I would thru it you to it l 

So let us raise 
Vi tona s praise, 

And Albert s proud condition, 

7 hit takes his ajse 
As he sum ys 
This Cnstial Lxhtbmon 
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MOLONTS LAMENT . 

0 Tim, did you hr ar of thim Saxons, 

And read wlnt the peepers report? 

They re goan to recal the Lift inant. 

And shut up the C istle and Coort I 
Our dcsol Ut eounthry of O Ireland 

They re bint, the blagyards, to dcsthroy.. 
And now having rnurdthorrd our counthry. 
They le yom to kill the Viceroy, 

Dear Imjj 

'Twas h( w is our proidc and our joy 1 

And will we no long/ r behotild hirn. 
Surrounding Ins carriage in throngs. 

As he wives his cocked hat from the windics. 
And smiles to his bould aid dt eongs? 

1 liked for to Sec the voung h troes. 

All slioining with sthripes and with stars, 

A horsing about in the Ph cynix 
And winking the girls in the cyirs 
1 iht Mars, 

A sinokm their poipc s and cigyars 

Dc ir Milch* 11 c soiled to Rcrmudies, 

Your be tut i fill oihds you 11 ope 
And the rt 11 b< in lbondmee of crojin* 

1 rom O Heine a* the Keep of Good Hope. 
W hen the v re id of this new s m the peepers, 
Atrassthc \tlantical wave , 

That the list of the Oirish Liftimnts, 

Of the oi l uul of Scents has tuck lave 
God sue 

The Queen — she should betther behave 

And wh it's to become of p»>or Dame Sthrcct, 
And who 11 ut the puffs and the tarts, 
Whin the C oort of imp inal sphndor 
From Doblin s sad city departs ? 
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And who’ll havL the fiddlers and pipers, 
When the deuce of a Coort there remains? 
And where’ll be the buc ks and the laches, 

To hire the Coort shuits and the thrains? 
In sthrains, 

It's thus that ould Erin complains 1 


There's Counsellor Hanagan s lccdy, 

'Twas she in the Coort duln t fail, 

And she wanted i phnty of popplin, 

for her dthrLSs ind her flounce and her tail , 
She bought it of Mjsthress O Gruly, 

Eight shillings a y ird labmit. 

But now that the Coort is concludtd, 

The diwle a yaid will she get , 

I bet, 

Bedad, that she wean, the old s< t 

There's Surgeon O look and Miss I cary, 

They d daylings at Madam O Riggs , 

Each year at th< dthnuing m^iti siy«,on, 

They mounted the ncatLSi of wigs 
When Spring with ns buds and its dasics. 
Comes out in her be tuty and bloom, 

Thim tu 11 never think of nt w jasies, 

Becase there is no dihrawmg room, 

For whom 

They’d choose, the c\pt nsc to oshumc 


There's Alderman 1 oad and his 1 ul> 

'Twas th< y gave the Clart ind lh< Poort, 
And the poinc apph s turbots, iml lobsters. 
To feast the Ix>rd laftinint s C oort 
Bnt now that he quality s goin, 

I warn! that the aiiing will *top, 

And you’ll get at the Uderman s tceble 
The devil a bite or l dthrop, 

Or chop , 

And the butcher may shut up his shop 
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Yes, the grooms and the ushers are gout. 
And his Lordship, the dear honest man* 
And the Duchess, ius eemiablc leedy, 

And Corry, the bould C onnellan, 

And little 1 ord Hyd* and the childthren, 
And the Chester and Governess tu , 

And the strvants art packing thur boxes,— 
Oh, murther, but whit shall 1 due 
W i thou t you ? 

0 Mury, with ois of the blue ! 


MR MOLONTS ACCOUNT OF THE BALL 

GIVEN TO THE NEPAUI l SE AMBASSADOR BY THE PENINSULAR 
AND ORIENTAL ( OMPANY 

O WII L ye choose to hear the news, 

Ikdad I cinnot p iss it o cr 
I’U tell you all about the B ill 
v I o the N lypjulasc Amlwssador 

Bcgor 1 this fete all balls does bate 
At w'hich I ve worn a pump and I 
Must hurt relate the sphndthor great 
Of tb Oriental Compan) 

The*^ men of smse disposed cvpinse, 

To f£tt these black Athilltses. 

•* Vt c J1 show the blai ks, s lys they, u Almack's, 

And tike the rooms it Willis s ' 

With flags and shawls for these Vepauls, 

They hung the rooms of W illis up 
And decked the walls, and stairs, and halls. 

With roses and with lilies up 

And Jullitn s b tnd it tn< k its stand 
So sweetly m the middle there, 

And soft bissoons pi ned he ivenly chunes. 

And violins did fiddle there 
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And when the Coort^was tired of spoort, 

I'd lave you, boys,* to think there was 
A n&te buffet before them set, 

Where lashins of good dthnnk there was 

• 

At ten before the ballroom door, 

Hts moighty Excellency was, 

He smoilcd and bowed to all the crowd, 

“ So gorgeous and immense he was 
His dusky shuit, sublime and mute, 

Into the doorway followed him , 

And O the noise of the blackguard Ixiys 
As they hurrood and hollowid him * 

The noble Chair * stud at the stair, 

And bade the dthrums to thump and he 
Hid thus evince, to that Black Prinu 
The welcome of his C oinpany 
O fiur tiic girls, and rich the cuils 
And bright the oys vou s iw tin re w is, 

And fixed each oyc yt there could spoi, 

On Gmeral lung ttahawthc was • 

This Gintral great then tuck his sate, 

With all the other gincrals 
(BfecLid his tro it his Ik It, his coat 
All blAezcd with precious minerals) , 

And as he there, with princely ur, 

Reclomin on his cushion w is, 

All round about his roy il chair 
The squeezin and ih< pushm was 

O Pat, such girls, such Fukis, and Earls, 

Such fashion and nobihtcc 1 
Just think of 1 im, tnd fancy him 
Amidst the hoigh gtntihtcc I 

* Tune* Matheson, Fstjuux, to whom, and the Board of Directors 
of the Peninsular and Oriental Company, I, limotheus Molony, late 
atofccr on board the “ Iberia, the “ Lady Mary Wood, the 44 JLagus," 
and the Oriental steamships, humbly dedicate ibis production of my 
gMfttfblinuse,' 
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There was Lord Dc I 'Huys, and the Port > geese 
Mmisther and his lidy there, 

And I reckon ist d ( with much surprise. 

Our messmate , Bob O Grad> , there , 

There was Baroness Brunow, that looked like Juno, 
And Baron* ss Rcliausen there, 

And C ountess Roullicr, that looked peculiar 
Well, in her robts of gaure in there 
Then \v is Lord C rovhurst (I knew him first, 

Whtn only Mr Pips he w is), 

And Mick O look tlic greet big fool, 
fhat iftcr supper tipsy Mac 

There Mas Ix>rd T mg ill, and his ladies all, 

And Ixmls kilkcn and Duftinn, 

\nd Paddy hift, Mith his fit Mife, 

I Mondthtr Iiom he could stuff her in 
There Mas Lord Uelfist, that by me pist, 

And seemtd to isk how should / go there? 

And the Widow M icrar arid Tx>rd A Hay, 

And the Marchioness of Sligo there 

Yes T uk* s, and I arls and diamonds and pearls. 
And pr< tty gitls, Mas spoorting then , 

And some Inside (the rogues !) I spied. 

Behind the winches, courting there 
Oh there s one I know lied id, would show 
As beautiful as any there, 

And 1 d like to heir the pipers blow 
And shake a fut with JF-anny there 1 


THE BATTLE OF LIMERICK 

Ye Genu of the nation, 

Who look with neration, 

And Ireland s desolation onsaysingly deplore, 
Yt sons of General Jackson, 

Who thrample on the Saxon, 

Attend to the thransaction upon Shannon shore. 
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THE BAtUI Of UMSR1CK* 

' When Wpliftra, Duke of Schumbug, 

' A, tyrant and a humbug. 

SVhb cannon and with thunder on our city bore, 
i 4^ Oar fortitude and valbancfe 
Insthructed his battalions 
Tatfspict tdb galbant Irish upon Shannon shore 

Since that capitulation, 

No city in this nation 
So grand a reputation could boost before, 

As I mierick prodigious, 

That stands with qua\s and bridges, 

And the ships up to the w indies of the Shannon shore 

A chief of ancient lino, 

Tis William Smith O Brine 
Reprisints this d irhng I mieiick, this ten years or more 
O the Saxons tan t tndun. 

To see hun on the. flurc 

And thruxiblt at the Cicero from Sh innon short t 

{L Tins valiant ^nn of Mars 
1 Had bt^n to v isit P ir s 
That land of Revolution, tint grows the tricolor , 

And to welcome his rtturrn 
From p Igrim iges furren 
We ifmtcd him to ta> on the Shannon shore 1 

Then we summoned to our board 
Young Meagher of the Sword , 

Tfc be will sheathe that battle axt in Saxon gore # 
And Mitchil of Belfast 
We b *dc to our repast, 

To dtihrmk a dish of coffee on the Shannon short 

Conveniently *o hould 
These patriots so bould, 

1#C tuck the opportunity of I im Doolan’s store , 

, And with omamints and banneis 
(As becomes gw tale good manners) 

We made the loveliest tay room upon Shannon shore 



190 


LYRA HHffiKNXCA* 


Twould bimfit your sowls, 

To see the butthered rowls, 

The sugar-tongs and sangwidgcs and craim galyore. 
And tbc muffins and the crumpets. 

And the liand of harps and thrampetSi 
To celebrate the sworry upon Shannon shores ' 

Sure the Imp* ror of Bohay 
Would be proud to dthrink the tay 
That Misthress Biddy Rooney for O Brine did pour, 
And sinti the dijs of Strongbow, 

There neve i was sue li < ongo— 

Mi tch ll dthrank sis quarts of it— by S 1 innon shore. 

But Clirndon mnl Corry 
Conncllnn Ik hi Id this <w\orrv 
With nge and imulalion in tht ir black hearts' core , 
And they hired a gang of ruffins 
To interrupt the muffins 

And the fragi ante of tht Congo on the Shannon shore. 

When full of tiy and c ike, 

O Brine Ik g in to sp ike , 

But juice a ont tould ht \i him, for a sudden roar 
Of a ragamuffin rout 
Begin to y* 11 and shout, 

And frighten the propriety oi Shannon shore 

As Smith O Brine harangued, 

They bitthcrcd ind they binged 
Tim Dooftn s doors and winches down they tore; 

They smashed the lovely windies 
(Hung with muslin from the Indies), 

Purshuing of their shindies upon Shannon shore, 

W ith throw mg of brickbats, 

Drowned puppies and dead nts, 

These ruffin cU moci its themselves did lower t 
Tin kettles rotten eggs, 

Cabbage stalks, and wooden legs. 

They flung among the patriots of Shannon shore. 
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- 0 the girls began to scrame 
And upset the milk and crame ; A 

Sndftbe honourable gm tie min, they cursed and swore * 
v, And Mitchil of Belfast, 

Twas he that looked aghast, 

When they%oasted him m effigy by Shannon shore. 

O the lovely tay was spilt 
On that day of Ireland s guilt , 

Says Jack Mitchil, " I nm kilt < Boys, where's the back door? 
'Tis a national disgrace 
T>et me go and veil rue face , " 

And he boulted with quick pace from the Shannon shore. 

" Cut down the bloody horde 1 '* 

Sa)s Meagher of the Sword, 

“ Tins conduct would disgrace any Mai kimore , '* 

But the best use. 1 ommy made 
Of his famous butlc blade 
Was to cut his own stick from the Shannon shore 

* Immortal Smith O Brine 
Was raging like a lint , 

Twoulcl ha\t done your sow! good to hive heard him roar. 

In his glory h< arose, 

And ht rush’d upon his foes, 

But they hit him on the nose by the Shannon shore. 

Then the Putt and the Dthragoons 
In squadthrons and platoons, 

With their, music playing chunc s down upon us barf ; 

And they bate the rattatoo, 

* But the Peelers came in view, 

And ended the shaloo on the Shannon shore 
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LARRY O'TOOLE. 

You've all heard of Larry O’Toole, 

Of the beautiful town of Drumgoole , 
lie had but one eye, * 

To ogle yt by— - 

Oh, murthtr, but that was a jew'l I 
A fool 

lit mult of do gnL dis O Took 

'Twas he w is tht bov tlidn t fail, 

That tuck down pititus uid mail , 

Ilf never would sVmk 
I ro u any slluong dtlinnk, 

"Was it whisky or Droghtdt lit , 

I rn b ul 

This Liny would swallow a pul 

Oh, manv a night at the bowl 

With Luny 1 vc sot ihtek by jowl , 

He s gone to his ust 
W he rt there s dthrink of the best, 

And so kt us givt his old sowl 
A howl 

I or *twas he made the noggin to rowl 


THE ROSE OF FLORA 

SENT £\ A YOUNG G1 VTl EM AN 01 QL ALITY TO MISS BR-DY, 
Ob CAS HE PRAIA 

On Brad) s Tower there grows a flower, 

It is the loveliest flower that blows, — 

At C tstli Brady the i lives a lady 
(And how I lovr hu no one knows) , 

Hu name is Norn, and the goddess Hora 
Presents her with tins blooming rose 
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" O Lady Nora/' says the goddess Flora, 
u I’ve many a nch and bright parterre , 

1 In Brady’s towers there's seven more flowers, 

But you're the fairest lady there 
Not all Jhe county, nor Ireland's bounty, 

Can projuice a treasure that’s half so fair 1 ’ 

What cheek is redder? sure roses ftd hir ! 

Her hair is nnrtgolds and her (ye of blew 
Beneath her eyelid is like the \i h t. 

That darkly glistens with gentle jew l 
The lily's nature is not surtlv wlutt r 
Ilian Non s neck is, — and her amims too 

"Come, gentle Non ” sivs the goddess Hora, 
fi My (UtnM ereiluro tike mv iilwcc 
There is a pent, full will \ou know it 
Who spends his lifetmit in h< avv sighs — 

Young Redmond H irry, tis him \ou 11 ni ury. 

If rhyme and msin you d choose likewise 


THE LAST IRISH GRIEVANCE 

OK reading of the general indignation occasioned in Ireland by 
0)6 appointment of a Scotch Professor to 011 c of III R Majfsty's 
Codless Colleges Mastp r Molioy Moiony brother of 
THADDEUS M01 OM\ , Tsq , of tht I empk 1 youth only fifteen 
years of age, dashed off the following spirited lines — 

t 

As T think of the msult that s done to this nation, 

Red tears of nvmge from mr f ly tuns 1 w ish, 

And uphold m this pome, to the world s daytistation, 

The sleeves th* i appointed Proh-ssor MacC osh 

I look round me counthree, renowned by expanencc, 

And see midst her childthrcn the witty, the wise,— 
Whole hay ps of logicians potes, schollars, grammarians, 
All ayger for pleeces, all panting to rise , 
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X gaze round the world m its utmost dmunston ; 

Lard Jahn and his minions in Council 1 ask. 

Was there ever a Govcrnment-plecce (with a pmsion) 
But children of Frm were tit for that task? 

r 

What, Erin beloved, is thy fetal condition? 

What shame m aych boosom must rankle and bumin. 



To think that our countree has ne’er a log ciaq 
In the hour of her deenger will surrev her turrun 1 

On the logic of Saxons there's little reliance. 

And, rather from Savon than gather its rules, 

I'd stamp under Ret the base book of his science. 
And spit on his chair as he taught m the schools 1 
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O false Sir John Kane 1 is it thus that you praych me? 

• I think atl your Queen's Universitces Bosh t 
And if you've no neetivc Professor to taych me, 

1 pcawum to be learned by the Sa\on MacCosh. 

There's wJsemav and Chuuk, and His Grace the Lord 
Primate, 

That smds round the box, and the world will subscribe , 

Tis thcyll build a College that's fit for our climate. 

And taych me the saycrcts I bum to imboibe 1 

*TSs there as a Student of Science 1 11 eniher, 

Fait Fountain of Knowledge, of Joy and Contmt I 
Saini Pathriok s sweet Statue shall stand in the centhtr. 

And wink his dear 01 every day during Lint 

And good Doctor Newman that priythor unwary, r 
Tis he shall prt Md< the Andfinu School, 

And quit the gav robe of St Phit ip of Nen 
To wield the soft rod of hr Lawkenck O’ Tool e. » 
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THE WOFLB HEW BALLAD OF JANE 
RONEY AND MARY BROWN. 

AN igstrawnirv tnl I vill tell >ou this veek — 

1 stood in tht Court of A IkcKCtt the Beak, 
VereMrs Jam. Ronev a vidow, I see, 

Who charged Maty Drown with a robbin of she 

This Mary was port and in misc*y once, 

And she came to Mrs Roney it s more than twelve raonce. 
She adn’t got no bed nor no dmni r nor no tea 
And kind Mrs Roney gave Mary all three 

Mrs, Roney kep Mary for ever so many vccks 
(Her conduct disgusted the best of all Bcax) 

She kep her for nothink, as kind as could be, 

Never thinkm that this Mary was a traitor to she# 

•♦Mrs Roney, O Mrs Roney, I feel very ill , 

' Will you just step to the Doctor & for to fetch ine a pill? 
'•That I will, my pore Mary,’ Mrs Roney say s she , 

And she goes off to the Doctor s as quickly as may be 

No sooner on this message Mrs Roney was sped. 

Than hup gits vtcked Mary, and jumps out a bed 
She bopens all the trunks without never a key — 

She bastes all the boxes, and vuh them makes free 
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* Mrs. Roney's best tinning, gownds, petticoats, and dose, 

Her children s little coats and things, her boots; end her hose. 
She packed them, and she stole 'em, and avay vitb theta, did 
flee 1 * 

Mrs Roney t. situation— you maylhink vat it votrid bet 

Of Mary, ungrateful who had served her this vay, 

Mrs. Romy ht ird notlnnk for a long year and a day 

I ill last T hurst! i> in Lamlx th ven w hom should she see 
But this M try, ts hid acted so ungrateful to she? 

She was lc imng on the lullvi of t worthy young man, 

They wire going to lx m until u d were walkin hand m 
hand , 

And the ( hurch lx 11s w is a ringing for Mary and he. 

And the parson w is rtady, ind «i waitin for his fee 

9 When up corms Mrs Roney and f ict ■* Mary Brown, 

Who trembles, ind e isti s her t yes upon the ground * 

•she calls a jolly pH asennn it happens to be mi , 

1 eh irge this )oung worn m Mr Fleastman, says she. 

II Mrs Roney o, Mrs Romy, o do let me go, 

I acted most ungiatf ful I own, and I know, 

But the marriagi bell is \ nngin and the ring you may see, 
And this young m in is i waitin s lys M iry says she 

" I don t care thr<r f irdtns for the parson and cl irk, 

And lilt lx 11 m iy ket p ringm from noon day to dark 
Mary Brown Miry Brown, you must conn along with met 
And I tliu k this young man is lucky to be free * 

$o, in spite of the tears which bejew'd Mary s check, 

I took th it young gurl to A Beckett the Beak 
That txltnt Justiu demanded her plea — 

But never a suitable said Mary said she 

On account of her conduck so base and so vile, 

That w ickcd i oung gurl is committed for tnlc* 

And if she’s tnnspiwti d beyond the salt sea, 

It s a proper rew ud for such willians os she 
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tt&W you young gurts of Southwark for Mary who veep, 
jftttpn pickin and steahn your ands you must keep, 

Or fit my l?e my dooty, as it was Thursday veek. 

To pull you all hup to A Beckett the Beak 


THE THREE CHRISTMAS WAITS 

Mr nimc 1^ Pl< icemnn X , 

Last night I was in bed 
A dream did me p< rp]< \ 

Which came into mv laid 
I drt imcd I sor ilm c Waits 
A playing of tlu r tune 
At Pimlico Pilau pans 
All iinrli rru ith thi moon 
One pufted 1 hold I rti\ch horn, 

And one i hold B mjo 
And om chip sudv and lorn 
A Iin 4 sh j>»p« did blow 
The\ sadly piped ind pliyed 
Duecnbmg of their fat< s , 

And this wis what they said 

Those three por< Christmas Waits — 


"When this bluk year began, 

This Lighttin foiiy eight, 

I was a gieat gnat man, 

And king both vise and great, 

And Munster Gm/ot by me did show 
As Minister of State 

u But T Jmwerry came 
And brought a rabble rout, 

And me and my good dame 
And children did turn out, 

And us, in sp te of all our right, 

Sent to the right about 

G 2 
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" 1 left ;my native ground, 
v 1 left my kin and kith, 

I left m> Roval crownd, 

Vich I couldn t travel vith, 

And without a pound came to English ground 
In the norm of Mr Smith, * 

"Like any uuhonte 
I’ve livid sinu 1 came here, 

I've kep my si If quite quite 
I’ve drink the sin ill sm ill beer, 

And the vat* r you % c< , disigrees vith me 
And all mv famly dear 

" O Twrclti ns so deir, 

O dirling I'dlv Royl, 

Vas it to finish h< re 
Th it l did tumble iml tojP 
That ill my jil ms should brtak in my ands, 

And should on me recoil? 

" My state I fence d about 
Vith biynich. ind will guns , 

My gals 1 portioned hout 
Rich wws I got mv sons , 

0 vim l it eruh to lost iny rule, 

My mom y uui lands at once ? 

"And so wth up ind voice, 

Both tumbled uid shagreantd, 

1 Did vou to n |Oke * 

0 gloi tous Lngland s Qucend ! 

And m wr havt to v< ep like pore Louis-Phfleep, 
Because you out are cleaned 

"O Trinv so brut and stout, 

1 stand bi fore your gate , 

Pray send a trifle hout 

To nu your pore old Vait , 

For nothin k could be vuss than it's been along loth US 
In this year 1 orty eight " 
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** Van this bad year began/’ 

The nex man said, saysee, 

M I vas a Journeyman, 

A taylor black and free, 
p And* my wife went out and chaired about, 

And tn> name s the bold Cuffce 

•'The Queen and H 01* rt both 
T swore 1 would confound 
I took a haw fle hoath 

To drag* them to thi ground , 

And sevril more with nu they swore 
Aginst the Ihitish Crownd 

Aginst her PU icemen ill 
Wc said wed try our stremh , 

Her scirlick soldi* rs t ill 

Wc vow cl wt d hv «ull 1< nth 
And out wc cum in 1 •tc.dimi j nunc 
Last \>pnl ww the tenth 

" Three undrcrl thousand snobs 
Came out to *-top tli vay, 

Vith sticks vith iron knobs. 

Or else wc d game d the d\y 
The hirm> quit* kt pt out of sight, 

And so \c vent a\ i> 

"Next day the Pleaccmen came— 

Rewengc it was tin ir plann — 

And from my good old d ime 
They took her tailor mann 
And the hard hard bt ak did mb bespeak 
To Newgit m the Wann 

" In the ctrocious Cort 
The Jewry did agree , 

The Judge did me transport, 

To go beyond the sea 
And so for lift , from hi3 dear wife 
They took poor old Culfee, 
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" O Kivlbcrt, Appy Prmce l , 

With children round your knees* 
Jngraving ansum Prints, 

And taking hoff your hease , 

0 think of me, the old Cuffee, , 

Beyond the solt solt Seas ! 

*' Although I m hold and black. 

My h inpuish is most greit , 

Great Prinn O cdl mt back. 

And I vill b< your Vait* 

And never no more vill l»r< ak the Lor, 
As 1 did in ’1 ortv-tight ' 

The tuhr thus did close 

(A pore old blackvmoit rogue). 
When a dismal gmt uprose, 

And spokt with Uirish brogue 
" 1 ni Smith O Brine, of Royil Line, 
Descended from Rory Ogue 

" When gre at O f onnk died. 

That m m whom ill did trust, 

That man whom Htnglish pnde 
BUm Id with such disgust, 
riien l rm fist f»*cd cusoii me, 

And Sttoir 1 should be fust 

" *Tht glorious Hindi ( rown,* 

Sajs slit it “h ill lx thim 

1 ong turn it s wtry well known, 

\ou I« p it in your hnc , 

Th it di idt in of huneraUl gem 
Is yours, my Smith O Bnne 

" 4 Too long the Saxon churl 
Our 1 ind encumbered hath , 

Anse, my Prince, my Lari, 

And brush them from thy path 
Rise, mighty Smith, and sveep ’em vith 
The besom of your wrath * 
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“Theft In my might I rose, 

My country I surveyed, 

I saw it filled with foes, 

* I viewed them undisma> cd , 

£Ha» ha 1 * says I, 1 the harvest's high. 
I'll reap it with my blade.' 

** My warriors I enrolled, 

They rallied round ttu lr lord , 

And chcafs m council old 
I summoned to the board — 

Wise Doheny and Duffy bold 
And Me \gher of the Su ord 

** I stood on Snevcnamaun, 

They came with pikes and bills , 
They gatlu red in the d iw n. 

Like nust upon the hills 
And rushed adow n the mount un side 
Like twenty thous ind nlL, 

" Their fortress we ass ul 
Hurroo 1 my bo\ s hurroo I 
The bloody Saxons quail 
To hear tlu. w ild shaloo 
Strike, and prevail, proud Innesfail, 
O'Bnne aboo, aboo 1 

Our people they defied , 

They shot at 'em like savages, 

Their bloody guns they plied 
With sanguinary ravages 
Hide, blushing Glory hide 

That day among the cabbages 1 

"And so no more 1 11 say, ■* 

Hut ask your Mussy great. 

And humbly sing and pray, 

Your Majesty s poor Wait 
Your Smith O Bnne m 'Forty rune 
Wifi blush for 'Forty-eight " 
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t/JVJES OJV >4 L^T£ HOSPICIOVS &WE8T,* 

BY A GFM LEMAN OF THE FOOT-GUARDS /BLUE). 

1 PAf ld upon in) beat 
With stiady st< p and slow, 

All lmppandownd of Ranelagh Street , 

K ui lagh St Pimlico 

Whih ni u clung huppantlownd 
Upon that fur Mtj mo n, 

Ikok) thi looming c umings sound, 

A koy il child is bom • 

The Ministers of State 
T lu n prt snly I sor, 

Hu \ g dlops to the I’allis gate, 

In tanidgib and foi 

\\ «th anxious looks mtint, 

Ik fun tin gite they stop, 

Thin tonus the good lxird President, 

And tlu u the Archbishopp 

I on! John lu m\t elights , 

And who comes lurt m haste? 

* I is tlu < ro of one underd fights, 

J hr caudle for to taste 

i 

Then Mis Lilv the miss, 

I o\v irds> tin m sti ps with joy , 
bus tlu bi iv e old Oukc, 4 Come telltOBSi 
Is it i g\l or a boy 7 ** 

Sixs Mrs L to llit Duke, 

4 A our Graee, it is a Prince " 

And it Ui it nuss s bold rebuke 
Ik did both laugh and wince 


* The birth of Prince Arthur* 



i Mm on k latu Bom&oys twmr. 

He vews with pleasant look 
Thi$ pooty flower of May, 

Then says the wenerablc Duke, 

► 44 Egad, it*s my buthday " 

i 

By memory bacfeards borne, 

Peraps his thoughts did stray 
To that old place where he was bom 
Upon the first of May 

Perhaps he did recal 

*lhe ancient towers of Trim , 

And County Meath and Dmgan Hall 
They did rcwisit him 

I phansy of him so 

Ills good old thoughts cm ploy in , 
Fourscore > ears and oiu ago 
Beside the flowm Boyne 

His father praps he secs, 

Mojt musiclc of I oids, 

A playing maddnglt s and glees 
Upon the Arpsicords 

Jest phansy this old Ero 
Upon. hu> mothc r s knee ! 

Did t\er lady in this land 
Ave greater sons than she ? 

And I shoudn lie surprize 
While this wis m his mind, 

If a drop there twinkl'd in his eyes 
Of unfamiliar brand 


To Hapsly Ouse next day 
Dnves up a Broosh and for, 

A gracious prince sits m that Shay 
(I mention turn with Hor !) 
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They nng upon the bell, 

The Porter shows his Ed, 

(He fought at Vaterloo as Veil, 

And vears a Veskit red) 

To see that carnage come, 

The people round it press 
“ And is the gallant Duke at omc? w 
" Your Royal Ighncss, yes ” 

He stepps from out the Iiroosh 
And in the gau is goru. , 

And X although the people push* 
bays wery kmd, “ Move hon ** 


The Royal Pnnce unto 
The galli int Duke did say, 

" IX ar Duke, niy little son and you 
Was bom the self same day 

» 

41 The Lady of the Hnd, 

My wife and Sovnng dear. 

It is by lic*r horgust command 
I wait upon you here 

" That lady is as well 
As can e\p* ctcd be , 

And to your Grace she bid me tel 
This gracious message free. 

" That offspring of our race, 

Whom yesterday you see. 

To show our honour for your Grace, 
Pnnce Arthur he shall be. 

" That name it rh>mes to fame , 

All Europe knows the sound , 

And 1 couldn t hnd a better name 
If you’d give me twenty pound. 
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'* Ring Arthur had his knights 
That girt his table round, 

> But you have won a hundred tights, 
Will match 'em, 1 11 be bound 

* 4t You fought with Bonypart, 

And likewise Tippoo Saih , 

I n unc >ou then with all my heart 
The Gods ire of this bil*e " 

That Prince his leave was took. 

His bintervicw was done. 

So let us give th* good old Duke 
Good luck of his god son, 

And wish him ycats of joy 
In this our tinu. of Schism, 

And hojie he 11 hi ir the Royal lioy 
liis little c Heel i ism 

And my pooly little Prince 
Ihftt s come our arts to cheer. 

Let me my loyal powe s c wince 
A welcomin of you ere 

And the Poit Laureates crownd, 

I think, in some rtspex 
Egstremely shoot ible might be found 
For honest PI case man X 


THE BALLAD OF ELIZA DAVIS , 

GALLIANT gents and lovely ladies, 

List a tail vich Late befel, 

Vich I 1 sard it, bein on duty 

At the Pleacc Hoffiec, Clcr^enwelL 

Praps you know the Fondling Chapel, 
Vere the little children sings 
(Lor 1 I likes to hear on Sundies 
Them there pooty little things f) » 
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In this street there lived a housemaid. 

If you parttcklarly ask me where — 

Vy. .t vas at four and-tventy 
Guilford Street, by Brunsvick Square 

< 

Vich her name was Eliza Davis, 

And she went to fetch the beer 
In the stTcct she met a party 
As was quite surprized to see her 

Vich he vas t. Bntish Sailor 
1 or to judge him by h * look 
Tarry jacket canvass irowsics. 

Ha-la Mr I P Cooke 

Presently this Mann aocostes 
Of this hinnoccnt young gal — 

44 Pray," say&ce, " excuse my freedom, 

You rc so like my Sister SU * 

You rc so like my Sister Sally, 

Both m valk and face and size. 

Miss, ,th it— dang my old lee scuppers. 

It brings tears into my he yes l 

41 1 m a mate on board a wcssel, 

I'm a sailor bold and true , 

Shiver up my poor old timbers, 

* Let me be a mate for you 1 

44 What s your name, my beauty, tdl me?'* 
And she faintly hansers, 41 Loie, 

Sir, my name's Eliza Davis, 

And I live at tventy-four " 

Hoftttmes came this Bnttsh seaman. 

This deluded gal to meet , 

And at tventy-four was welcome, 

* Tventy-four m Guilford Street 



TKB ISAXXAO OF ELttA DAVIS* ttit 

At fc£ Etixa told her Master 
(Kinder they than Missuses are). 

How in xnarndge he had ast her. 

Like a galhant Brutish Tar * 

And he brought his landlady viih him 
(Vich vas ail his hastful plan). 

And she told how Charley Thompson 
Recly vas a good young man , 

And how she herself had lived in 
Many yt-irs of union sweet 
Vith a gent she met promiskous, 

Volkmg in the public street. 

And Eliza listened to them 

And she thought that soon their bands 
Vould be published at the hondlin. 

Hand the elerg) man jine their ands 

And he asi about the lodgers 

(Vicb her mohti r let some rooms), 

Likevtsc vert they ktp tin ir things, and 
Verc her master kep his spoons 

Hand this vicked Charley Thompson 
Came on Sundv veck to see her , 

And he sent Eliza Davis 
Hout to fetch a pint of beer 

Hand while pore Eliza vent to 
Fetch the beer, dewoid of sin. 

This tfrocious Charley rhompson 
Let his wile accomplish hm 

To the lodgers, their apartments, 

This abandingd female goes 
Pngs their shirts and umbercllas , 

Pngs their boots, and hats, and clothes 
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Vile the scoundrle Charley 'Thompson, 

Lest his wictim should escape, 

Hocust her vith rum and vater, 

> Like a fiend in huming shape 

But a hi was fixt upon 'em 
Vich these raskles little sore , 

Nanu ly, Mr Hide, the landlord 
Of the house at tventy four 

He vos valkin in his garden, 

Just .iforc lit. vent to sup f 
And on looking up ht sor the 
I udgers vi rulers lighted hup 

Hup the stairs the landlord tumbled , 

• ' Somt thing s going wrong,' he said , 
And lie taught the vicked voman 
Undcrnc ith the lodgers bed 

And he called a brother Pleaseman, 
Vich \os passing on his beat. 

Like a true, and gall rant feller. 

Hup and down in Guilford Street. 

And that Pleaseman able bodied 
Took this voman to the cell , 

To the cell vere she was quodded, 

• In the Close of Clcrkenwcll 

And though vicked Charley Thompson 
Boultcd like a mi scran t base. 
Presently another Pleaseman 
Took him to the self same place. 

And this precious pair of raskles 
Tuesday last came up for doom , 

By the beak they was committed, 

Vich his name was Mr Combe. 
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Has for poor Elisa Davis, 

Simple gurl of tventy-four, 

She , 1 ope, vill never listen 
In the streets to sailors moar 

But if she must avc a sweet art 
(Vich most every gurl expe\), 

Let her take a jolly plcaseman , 

Vith his name peraps is— X 


DAMAGES ; TWO HUNDRED POUNDS 

Special Jurymen of England 1 who admin your country’s laws, 
And proclaim a British Jury worthy of tht re din’s applause p 
Gaily compliment < ach other at the issue of «i cause 
Which was tried at Guildford sizes this d,i> week as ever was 

Unto that august tribunal corncs a gentl« m m in grief 
(Special was the British Jury and the Jurlg< the Baron Chief), 
Comes a, British man and husband — asking of the law relief. 
For his wife was stolen from him —he d have vengeance on the 
thief 

Yes, his wife, the blessed treasure with the which his life was 
crowned. 

Wickedly was ravished from him by a hypo cr to profound 
v And he comes before twelve Britons, men for sense and truth 
renowned, # 

To award him for bis damage twenty hundred sterling pound 

He by couhsel and attomty there at Guildford dot s appear, 
Asking damage of the villain who seduced his lady dear 
But I can't help asl ng, though the lady s guilt was all too clear, 
, And though guilty the defendant, wasn t the plaintiff rather 
queer? 

First the ladv's mother spoke, and said she'd seen her daughter 
lout a fortnight nfter marriage early times for piping eye 
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Sue months after! things were worse, and the pipmg eytt was 
black, ' , 

And this gallant British husband caned his wife upon 

0 

Three months after they were married, husband jjmshed bteb 
to the door, T - 

Told her to be off and leave him, for he wanted her no more* 

As she would not go, why he went thnee he left his lady dear; 
\jeft her, too, without a penny, for more than a quarter Of, 
a year 

Mrs Trances Duncan knew the parties very well indeed, 

She had seen him pull his 1 idy s nose and make her hp to bleed; 

If he chanced to sit at home not a single word he said 

Once she saw him throw the cover of a dish at his lady's head. 

Sarah Green, another w itness, < luar did to tht jury note 
How she saw this honest fellow seize his lady by the throat, 

How he cursed her and abused her, beating her into a fit, 

Till the pitting next-door neighbours crossed the wall and 
witnessed it 

Next door to this injured Briton Mi Owers a butcher dwelt# 
Mrs Owurs s foolish hcirt towards this ernng dame did melt 
(Not thit sht h id i m d as yet enmc was not developed m her); 
But bung left w ithoul a penny Mrs Oweis supplied her dinner— 
God be merciful to Mrs Owers, who was merciful to this sinner t 

Caroline Naylor was their servint said they led a wretched life. 
Saw this mo V distinguished Briton fling a teacup at his wife, 

He went out to balls and pleasures, and never once, in tea 
months space, 

Sat with his wife or spoke hci kindly. This was the defen- 
dant r case 

Pollock, C B , clnrgcd the Jury , said the woman’s guilt wag 
clear 

That was not the point however, which the jury came to hear J 
But the damage to determine which, as it should true appear^ 
This most tender hearted husband, who so used his lady dear-** 
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Jcicked her» caned her, coned her. left her starving, 
» > year by year, 

Flung her from him, parted from her, wrung her 1 neck, End 
v boxed her ear— 

J Wjbat a reasonable damage this afflicted man could chum 
By the loss of the affections of this guilty graceless dame? 

Then the honest British Twelve, to each other turning round, 

, Laid their clever heads together with a wisdom most profound l 
And towards his Lordship looking, spoke the foreman wise and 
sound — 

41 My Lord, we find for tins here plaintiff, damages two hundred 
pound " 

So, God bless the Speml Jury ! pride and joy of Fnglish ground, 
<And the happy land of England, where true justice docs 
‘abound I 

British Jurymen and huslnnds, lot us h ul this verdict proper? 

If a British wife offends you, Britons, you’ve a right to whop her. 

Though you promised to protect her, though you promised to 
defend her, 

You are welcome to neglect her to the devil you miy send her 
You may strike her, cure, abuse her , so declares our law 
renowned , 

And if after this you lose her,— why, you’re paid two hundred 
pound. 


THE KNIGHT AND THE LAt>Y. 

There s hi the Vest a city pleasant 
To vich King Bladud gev hts name, 

And in that city there's i Crescent 
Vcre dwelt a noble knight of fame 

Although that gilliant knight is oldish, 
Although Sir John as grey grey air, 

Hage has not made his bustim coldish. 

His Art still beats tewodds the Fair I 
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'Twas two years sms, this knight so splendid, 
Peraps fafceagued with Bath's routines, 

To Pans towne his phootsteps bended 
In sutch of gayer folks and scans. 

His and was free, his means was casv, r 
A nobler finer gent than he 
Ne'er drove about th** Shons Flecsy, 

Or paced the Roo dc Rivolee 



A brougham and pur ^ir John prowided, 
In which abroid he loved to ride , 

But \r f he most of all enjved it. 

When some one helsc was sittm' inside t 

That " some one helsc " a lovely dame was. 

Dear ladies, you will heasy tell — 
Countess Grabrowski hi r sweet name was, 
A noble title, ard to spelL 
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Thii faynms Countess ad a daughter 
f * Of lovely form and tender art , 

A nobleman m marridge sought her, 

By name the Baron of Saint Bart 

• 

Their pashn touched the noble Sir John, 

It was so pewer and profound , 

Lady Grabrowski ht did urge on 
With Hymmg's wreeth their loves to crownd 

“O, come to Bath, to I ansdownc Crescent, * 
Says kind Sir John, ■* and live with me r 
The living there s uncommon pleas int— 

I'm sure you 11 find the hair agree 

“O, come to Bath, my fair Grabrowski, 

And bring your ch lrmmg girl, sczei , 

“The Barring her* shill hive the ousc key, 
Vuh breakfast, dinner, lunch, and tea 

“And when theySe passed an appy winter, 
Their opes and loves no more we 11 bar , 

The mamdge vow they II enter inter, 

And I at church will be their Par " 

To Bath they went to Lansdownc Crescent, 
Where good Sir John he did provide 
No end of teas and balls incessant. 

And hosses both to drive and ride 

He was so Ospitably busy. 

When Miss was late he d make so bold 
Upstairs to call out, “ Missy, Missy, 

CJpme down, the coffy's getting cold 1 M 

But Oh I *tis sadd to think such bounties 
Should meet with such return as this , 

O Barring of Samt Bart, Q Countess 
Grabrowski, and O cruel Miss ! 
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He married you at Baths fair Habby* 

Saint Bart he treated bke a son — 

And wasn’t it uncommon shabby 
To do what you have went and done L 

My trembling And amost refewses * 

To write the charge which Sir John swore. 

Of which the Countess he ecuses. 

Her daughter and her son-m lore. 

My Mews quite blushes as she sings of 
The fatlc ehargi w Inch now T quote 

He says Miss took bi» two best rings off. 

And pawned i m for a tenpun note 

“ Is this the child of honest pmnet. 

To make aw xy with folks best things? 

Is this, prav like the wives of Barnns, 

To go and png a gcntU man s rings?” 

Thus thought Sir John by angt r wrought on. 
And to rewmgo his injured cause, 

Ht brought them hup to Mr Broughton, 
Last Vensday veek as ever wows 

If gudtlcss, how she have Lhk n slandered 1 
If guilty, wengcance will not fail 

Meanwhile the lady is remanded 
And gev three hundred pouns in bail 


JACOB IIOMNIUM'S HOSS . 

A NEW P ALLICE COURT CHAU NT 

One sees in Viteall Yard, 

Vere pleacemen do resort. 

A wenerable hmstitute. 

'Tis called the Pallts Court 
A gent as gotJus i on it, 

I think *twiu make some sport* 
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The natur ©f this Court 
^fy hmdign&tion nles ; 

A few fat legal spiders 
Here set & spin their viles , 

T To rob the town theyr pnvlege is, 
In a hayrea of twelve miles. 

The Judge of this year Court 
Is a inelhtary beak. 

He knows no more of I^or 
Than praps he does of Greek, 

And prowides hisself a deputy 
Because he cannot speak 



Four counsel in this Court — 
Misnamed of Justice — sits , 

These lawyers owes their places to 
Their money, not their vuts , 

And there s six anomies under them. 
As here their living gits 

These lawyers, six and four. 

Was a livm at their ease, 

A scndin of their writs abowt. 

And dronng in the fees, 

When there erose a cirkimstance 
As is like to make a breeze. 
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It now is some monce since 
A gent both good and trow 
Possest an ansum oss vith vich 
He didn know what to do , 

Peraps he did not like the oss, 

Peraps he was a scru. 

This gentleman his oss 
At Iftttfrsall’s did lodge, 

There came a wulgar oss dealer, 

This gentleman s name did fodge. 
And took the osTfroin lath r all s 
Wasn that i irtful dodgi * 

One d tv tins gentleman s groom 
llus willnn did sp> out, 

A mounted on this o>s 
A ridin him about t 

" Get out of th u there oss, jou rogue,** 
Speaks up the groom so stout 

The thief was cruel \vhe\ d 
To find himself so pinn d , 

The oss begin to whinny, 

1 he honest groom ht grinn d , 

And the r iskle lint f got off the oss 
And eut JL\n.y like wnd 

A id phansy with what jo/ 

The master did regard 
His dearly blu\d lost oss again 
I rot m the stable yard 1 

Who was this master good 

Of whomb I makes these rhymes? 
His name is Jacob Homnium, Exquire , 
And if /*d committed crimes. 

Good Lord t I wouldn t ave that maun 
Attack me in the Times / 
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Now shortly after the grbomb 
His master's oss did take up, 

There came a livery man , 

This gentleman to wake up , 

JVird he handed in a little bill, 

Which hangered Mr Jacob 

For two pound seventr en 
This li\cry man cpiicd, 

For tlie keep of Mr Jacob s oss, 

*Which the thief had took to ride 
11 Do you see anythink green in me?" 

Mr Jacob Homniuin cried 

" Because a rxskle chews 
My oss away to rol>b, 

And gexs tick at your Mews 
for sevin and fifty liobb 
Sh ill / lx call d to p v> ? —It is 
A miquitious Jobb 

Thus Mr Jacob cut 

Thi conw isation short , 

The li\er\ man went omc, 

Dctummmgd to ave sport, 

And sunimingsd Jacob Ilomnium, Exquire, 

Into the Pallis Court 

Fore Jacob went to Court, 

A Counsel for to fix, # 

And choose a barrister out of the four. 

An attorney of the six 
And there h< sor these men of Lor, 

And w itch d (mat their tncks 

The dreadful day of tnl* 

In the Pallis Court (lid come , 

The lawyers said their say, 
rhe Judge look d wery glum. 

And then the British Jury cast 
Pore Jacob Horn ni-um 
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'O a weary day was that 
For Jacob to go through ; 

^The debt was two seventeen 

(Which he no mor owed than you) 

And then there was the plain tives costs, € 
Eleven pound six and two 

And then there w*as his own, 

Which the liwvtrs they did fix 
At th< wery modcrit figgar 
Of ten pound one ind six 
Now I vins bless the Pvlhs < ourt. 

And ill its hold ver-dieks 1 

I cannot settmglv tell 
If Jacob s\\ iw and cust. 

At tving foi to p\y tins surah, 

Hut I should think he mu§t, 

And*iv di iwn 1 ihique for ^24, 4s 8cL 
With most lgstn rue disgust 

O Pallis C ourt, you move 
My pitt) most profound 
A most < musing sport 

You thought it 1 11 lx; hound, 

To saddle hup a three pound debt 
With two-and twenty pound 

Good sport it is to you 
TIo grind the honest pore, 

To p-iy their just oi unjust debts 
With 1 ight hundred per cent for Lor; 
Make h tste and get > our costcs in. 

They will not Last much mor ! 

Come down from that tribe wn, 

1 hou sh \melc55 and Unjust , 

Thou Swindle picking pockets in 
The name of Truth august 
Come down, thou hoary Blasphemy, 

For die thou shalt and must. 
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And go it, Jacob Hommuro, 

And ply your iron pen, 

And nse up, Sir John Jems, 

And shut me up that den , 

# That sty for fattening lawyers in 
On the bones of honest men 

Plkaceman X. 


THE SPECULATORS . 

r 

THE night mas stormy and daik, The town was shut up m 
Sleep Only those were abroad who were out on a lark, Or 
these who'd no beds to keep 

I pass'd through the lonely street, The wind did sing and 
blow , 1 could hear the polirem in s feU Clipping to and fro 

There stood i potato min In the midst of all the wet , He 
stood with his tato can In the lonely Ilayniarkct 

Two gents of dismil mien, And dank ind greasy rags. 
Came out of a shop for gin, Swaggering over the -flags 

Swaggering over the stones, These shabby bucks dul walk , 
And I went and followed those seedy ones, And listened to 
their talk 

Was I sober or awake.? Could I lx,lic\c m> ears? Those 
dismal beggars spake Of nothing but rulroid shares 

1 wondered more and more Says one-*" Good friend of 
mme, How many shares have you wrote for, In the Diddlesex 
Junction line?’ 

"I wrote for twent " says Jim, 1 But they wouldn't give 
me ohe , His comrade straight rebuked him For the folly 
be had done . 

'*0 Jim, you are unawares Of the ways of this bad town , 
1 always write for five hundred shares, And then they put me 
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••And yet you got no shares?’ Says Jim, “&r*aQi »your 
boast * ” “I would have wrote," says Jack, 11 bat where Wu 
the penny to pay tht post?' 

•* I lost, for I couldn’t pay That first instalment up f But 
here s taters smoking hot— I say, Let s stop, my boy, and eiif*/' 

And at this simple ft ist The while they did regale, 1 dtew 
each ragged capit ihst Down on my left thumb-nail 

Their talk did nu pcrpltx, All night I tumbled and tO&£f 
And thought of railroad specs And how money was won and 
lost 

•• Bless railroads everywhere I said " and the world's ad- 
vance, Bkss evtry railroid shirt In It tly, Ireland, France, 
1 or never a beggar nred now despnr, And every rogue has a 
Chance ” 


A WOEFUL NEW BALLAD 

01 I HE. 

Protestavt Conspiracy to T\ke the Pope’s Life 

BY A Gt NTLLMAY WHO II \S BELN O'* THE SPOT 

Come all ye C hristian pt opk , unto my t \le give car , 

Tls about a bisc conspiracy o> quickly shall appear I 
'Twill make ,our hur to bristle up and your eyes to start and 
glow, 

WTien of tins dread conspcrracy you honest folks shall know* 

The ne*s of this conspiracy and villianous attempt, 

I read it in a newspaper, from Italy it was ant 

It was sent from lovely Italy where the olives they do grow. 

And our Holy F athcr lives, y cs, yes, while his name it is No NO, 

And ( tis there our T i)gl**,h noblemen goes that is Puseyitet no 
longer, 

Because they finds the ancient faith both better is and stronger* 
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And Vs there 1 knelt beside my Lord when he kiss'd the Pops 
• his toe, 

And bung his neck with chains at Saint Peter's Vinculo 

And 'tis thgne the splendid churches is, and the fountains play 
ing grand, 

And the pallet of Pkincl Tori onia likewise the V itic in , 
And ^hire's the st u rb where the b igpipe men and the pifiantrys 
Slow 

^And its there 1 drove my Lidy ind Lord in the Park of Pmcio 

And 'tis there oui sphndid churches is in all their pridt md 
glor) , 

Sami Peters famous Basilisk incl Sunt M irys Miggiory 
And them benighted Prod< st mts, on Sund «y thiy must go 
Outside the town to the pi caching-shop by the gitc of Pojiolo 

Now in this town of f imous Room is 1 eh ss u \ou hau heard, 
There is sc ircely iny gi nilcmin as hasn t got i Ik ml 
And ever since the woild In g in it w is ord lined so 
That there should alw us bartxrs be wheresunu r beards do 
grow 

And as it always has been so smci the world n did l>cgin, 

The Popf, our Hoi) Potentate has a be ird upon his chm , 

And every morning tegular when cocks tx gin to crow 
There conus a ccriing pirty to wait on Popj Pio 

There comes a re rting gintleman*with ra/ier, soap and lather 
^ shaving most rtspectfullv the Popi our Holy l atlur 
And now the dread conspiracy 1 11 quickly to >ou showf, 

Which them sanguinary Prodest uits did form ag*nst N OSO 

Them sanguinary Prodcstants which I ilx>rt and hate, 
Assembled m the preaching shop b> the 1 lammian gate, 

And they took counsel with their selves to deal a dtadly blow 
•Against our gentle r ather, the Holy Port Pio 

Exhibiting a wickedness which I never heerd or read of, 

What do you think them Prodcstants wished “> to cut the good 
POPE'S head off 1 

And to the kind Popf s Air dresser the Prodeslant Clark did go, 
And proposed him to decapitate the innocent Pio 


H 
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'* What hcver can be easier,” said this Gerk— this Man of Sin, 
" When you arc called to hoperate on His Holiness’s chit), 
Than just to givt the razicr a little slip— just so? — 

And there s an end, dear b irlx r, of innocent PlO 1 ,f 

1 his wicked const rs uion it chanced was ervererd 1 

By an Ttahan lady , shi h< ird it e vt rv word 

Which by birth she w is a Mari hioncss, m service forced tago 

With the parson of tlir preaching shop at the gate of Popolcv, 

When the lady lx ud the news as dutv dwl obleege, r 

As fast ns hi r li gs could tarry her sh« r m to the Polccge 
** O Poh gi i * siys slit (for tin v pronn i r ts it so) 

* I hey n going lor to m issk\ei our 11< ly Pui*i Pio 

" Tlic ehomnunabk T nghshmf n the Parsing and his Gark, 
His Holiness s \ir dresser devised it in the dirk * 

And 1 would recommend >ou in prison for to throw 
1 hesc villi ms would < s issmite the Holy Pope Pio » 

"And for saving of His Holiness and bis fribble crownd 
I humbly ho|ie your Worships will give me a few pound f 
Because 1 was i Mircliiomss mm\ years ago 
Before I tame to strviet it the gate of Popolo 

That sackrtlig.ous Air dresser the Parson and his man, 
Wouldn t though ask d continyallv own their wicked plan — 
And so the kind Author itirs lit those vilhins go 
That was plotting of the murdi r of the good Pio Soso 

Vow isn t thiS sahshnt proof } e gentlemen at home, 

How wicked is them Prodestants, and how good our Pope ftt 
Rome 

let us drink contusion to I ori> Ion\ and 1 ord MlNTO, 
And a health unto I lis hnuncncc, and gexxl P»o Nono 
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THE LAMENTABLE BALLAD OF THE 
FOUNDLING OF SHOREDITCH 

y#Chnstian people, and listen to m> tail, 

It ts all about a doctor was travelling b> the rail, 

By the Heastem Counties Kailwa) (uch the shares I dont 
d&tre), 

FVom Ixworth town in Suffolk, vicli his name did not transpire 

A travelling from Bur> this Doctor was cniplovtd 
With a gentleman, 1 friend of his vich his name was Captain 
Loyd, 

And on reaching Mirks Iiy Sution that is nr\t beyond 
Colchcst 

err, a lady entered m to them most chgmlly dressid 

She entered into the C lirngt ill with i totUrmg step 
And a pootv hltle Bayby upon her bussum slep 
The gentlemen rt ceived her with kindness md siwillatv, 

Pitying this ladv for her illness mil di bill it) 

She had a fust cl i^s ticket this low lv 1 id\ sud , 

Because it was so lonesome sh< took a suknd mstc id 
Better to travel bv secknd disc thin sit alone in the fust, 

And the pooty littU B ib> upon her bre ist she nust 

^ secin of her ervin and slnw nn md pail, 

To her spoke this surging the Lro of my tail , 

Saysee * You look unwi II mum 1 11 clp vou if I can, 

And you may tell >our ease to me for l m a meddifk man * 

* Thank you, su " the ladv s ud ' I only look so pale 
Because I am t accustom d to travelling on the Hale , 

I shall be better prtsnly whi n he id som* ust 
And that pooty little iiln sht sf|uer g» d it to hci bn ist 

So in Conwersation the journey they U guilt d, 

Capting Loyd and the meddicle man and the, lady and the 
child, 

*t1tt the wan ous stations along the line was passed, 

For even the Heastem Counties trains must come m at last 
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When at Shoreditch tummmus at tenth stopped (be (nbt. 
This kind meddicle gen lit man proposed his aid again. 
"Thank you, sir/' the lady said, “ for your kymdness dear, 
My camdge and ray osscs is probibbly comt here. 

i 

"Will you old this baby, pleisc, vilst I step and see?*’ 

The Doctor was. a famly nun 1 Tint I will," says he 



Then the little child she kist kist it very gently, 

Vich was sucking his little fist, sleeping innocently 

W ith a sigh from her art as though she would have bust it* 
Then she gavt the Doctor the child— wery kind he oust it 
Hup then the lady jumped hoff the bench she saf from. 
Tumbled down the carndge steps and ran along the platform. 
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Vile ball the other passengers vent upon their vays, 

The Capting and the Doctor sat there m a mare , 

Some vent m a Hommmibus, some vent in a Cabby, ' ' 

The Capting and the Doctor vaitcd vlth the bibbv 

There thejfsat looking queer for an hour or more, 

Bttt their feller passingc r ne ithtr on em sore 
Never, never back 'igam did that hdy tome 
To that pooty shaping Hmfnt n. suckin of his Thum 1 

What could this pore Doctoi do Urn trialed thus, 

When the darling Hiby woke crjm for its nuss ? 

Off he diovc to a ft malt fri< nd vuh shi wis l>oth kind uid mild, 
\tid igs plained to lit r the uixunist intc of this year little child. 

That kind lady took the child mstantl) in her hp, 

\nd made it very comfort iblt by giving it somt pap, 

And when she took its close off v\h it d >ou think she found? 

\ couple of ten pun notes sewn up, in its httlt gownd ! 

Also in its little close wns a note whiLh did tonwey 
That this little baby s jnrents lived in a huidsome way, 

And for its Hcaducalion tiny rt gl irl> would ply 

And sirtmgly like gentlefolks would clmn the child one day. 

If the Christian people whud charge of it would siy, 

Per advertisement in the f imcs t where the baby lay 

Pity of this bayby many people took, 

It bad such pooty ways and such a poot> look , 

And there came a lady forrard (I wish that 1 could see 
Any kind lady as would do as much for mt , • 

And I wish with all my art, some night m my night gownd, 

I could find a note stitched for ten or twenty pound) — « 

There came a ladv fomrd that most honorable did say. 

Shed adopt this litu* baby, which her parents cast away 

While the Doctor pondered on this hoffer fair, 

Comes a letter from Devonshire from a party there, 

Hordenng the Doctor, at its Mar 5 desire, 

To send the little Infant back to Devonshire. 
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I<ost in apoplcxity, this pore mcddicte man. 

Like a sensible gentleman to the Justice ran ( t 

Which his name was Mr Hammill, a honorable beak. 

That takes his scat m Worship Street four times a week. 

i 

M 0 Justice 1 ' says the Doctor, " instruct me what to do 
I've come \ip from the country, to throw myself on you , 

My patu nts have no dex toi to tend them m their ills 
(Ihere they arc in Suffolk without their driffts and pills *) 

M I vt come up from the country to know how I'll dispose 
Of this pore little baby, uul the twenty \ un note, and the close, 
And l want to go hick to Suffolk dca^ Justice, if you pleas* , 
And my piticnts w mts their Doctor, and their Doctor wants 
his ieez 

Up spoke Mr Harnnull sictin at his desk, 

" This ye lr application dexs me much pcrplesk , 

What 1 do adwise you, is to leave this babby 

In the Parish where it was left by its mother shabby " 

* 

TIic Doctor from his W orship s idly did depart— 

He might hive left the bil>y but he hadn t got the heart 
To go for to lewe lint Ilinnoccnt, ins the laws allows, 

To the tender mussits ot the Union House 

Mother, who It ft this little one on a stringer s knee 
Think how cruel you h we lxcn and how good was he 1 
Think, if you \e been guilty innocent was she , 

And do not tSikc unkindly this little word of me 
Heaven be merciful to us ill, sinners as we be ! 
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" Westoiinstfr Polk t i our r — Poj icem\n X brought a 
paper of doggerd versus to the Mamsikaii which had been 
thrust into his hands, X said, by an Italian boy who r in uway 
immediately afterwards 

"The Magistral after perusing the lines, looked hard 
At X, and said he did not think they were written by an 
Italian 

*'X, blushing, said he thought the piper re id m court last 
week, and which frightened so the old gentleman to whom it 
was addressed, was also not of It ihan origin 


O SlGNOR BKODrmp, you are a wickid oh m m, 
\au wexis us little horgin boys whenevt r \ou can 
How dare >ou talk of Justict , and go lor to seik 
To pussicute us horgin boys, vou suigumarv Ikck 5 


Though you set in Vestmmstc r surroundod l»v your crushers 
Hanrogint and habsolute like the Jlnrtaci it of hill the Rushers, 
Yet there is a better vurld l d have you for to know, 

Likewise a place verc the henmnes of horgin txws will go 

O you \1ck1d Hlrod without any pity 1 
London vnhout horgin boys vood be a dism il city 
Sweet Saint Cicily who first taught hoigm pijxs to blow 
Soften the heart of this Magistnt that haggi rywates us so 1 

{food Italian gentlemen, fitherly and kind, 

Bnngs us over to London here our horgins for to grind , 

Sends us out vnh little vite mice and guinea pigs also 
A poppra of the Vuucl and a Jumpm of Jim Crow 


And as us young horgm boys is grateful m our turn 
We gives to these kind gentlemen hall the money we earn 
Because that they vood vop us as wery wel we know 
Unless ire brought our burnings back to them as loves us so 
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0 Mr Droderif t wery much I’m surprise, 

Vcu you take your valks abroad where can be your eyes? 

If a Beak had a heart then you d compryend 
Us pore little horgin boys was the poor man’s friend 

Don't you see the shildren in the dronng rooms * 

Oappiug of their little ands when they year our toons? 

On thur mothos bussums don t you sit the bibbics crow 
And down to us diar hoi gin boys lots of aptncR throw? 

Don t you set the oust m uds (pooty Poi Lirs and MARIFS), 

Ven vt firing our unhgurdis smiling imm the hairies? 

Hun thty tome out vith a slut o c<*K puddn or a bit o’ bacon 
or so 

\nd gist it us young horgin lioys for lunch afore we go 

Have you evtr sttn the IIuisli thildrcn sport 

When our vclcorne music l>ox brings sunshine in the Court? 

To these little paupers who cun ntvtr piy 

burelv all good horgin Iwiys for (jOLi s love, will play 

Has for those proud gc ntlt men like a scrting B — k 

1 Vith I von t Ijc pussonul and tliercfon vil not speak), 

l hat flings their pirler \ indt rs hup \cn ve begin to play 
And cusses us mil swe irs at us in such a wioknt way. 

Instcdd of their alxwsmg uul calling hout Polcect , 
l^ct em send out John to us vith sixpence or a shillm apiece 
Then like good young horgin-boys iv iv from there we'll go, 
Blessing sweet bAJNl CiClLY that taught our pipes to blow 
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TIMBUCTOO 

To the Editor of " The Snoh " 

* 

SiR,— 'Though your mme Ik* “ Snob I tiust >ou will not refuse 
this tiny *roun of a Gownsmin, which was unluckily not 
finished on the d n appointed for delivery of the several copies 
Of verses on Itmbuctoo J thought Sir it would be a pity th it 
9UCh a poem should bt lost to the world , nncl conceiving 7 he 
Snob to be the most widely emulated pt nodical in Lurope, 
I have taken the liberty of submitting it lor insertion or appro 
bation — I am, 5 >n vours, &c , ice , 

Timbuctoo * 

IN Africa (a quarter of the world) 

Men's skins arc bl u k the n h ut is crisp and e utl d , 

And somewhere tin re unknown to public view, 

A mighty city lies, calhd I imbue too 
Theic stalk the tigi i -there tin lion roars 5 
Who some times cals the lu< kliss blackamoors , 


The situa 
txou. 


The natural 
history 


Line t and 2 Scf Guthrie s Geography 
The site of Tiinbut too is doubtful , the Author bos neatly 
expressed this m the Poem at the same tunc giving us some 
slight hints relative to ita situation 
Line 5. So Horace,— lconum and 1 nutnx m. 


• This parody probable represents Mr Thackeray s fin-t appearance 
In print In the year itijg, when only eighteen years of age, he was 
Chiefly concerned in starling a shortlived Cambridge undergraduate 
magazine entitled The \nob He is believed to hive been responsible 
for a considerable proportion of the contents, which are not of any* 
batticular merit, but with the exception of this parody of a Cambridge 
Prize Psem (on the subject, as will he remembered for which I ennyson 
gaped the Chancellor's Medal), it is not possible to be certain which 
contributions w*re from his pep, though there arc several epigrammatic 
verses and sonfe letters full of misspelling and Malipropisms, from 
# Dorothea Julia Ramsbottom, which are almost unmistakably his 

II z 
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All that he leaves of them the mopster throw! t 
To jackals, vultures, dogs, cats, kites, and crows. 
His hunger thus the forest monarch gluts, 

And then lies down neath trees called cocoa-nuts" 
The lion Quick issue out, with musket, torch, and brand, 
hunt Th e sturdy bhek imoors a dusky band I * 

The heist is found,— pop goes the musketoons,— 
The lion falls, covered with horrid wounds 
Their lives At home the lr lives in pleasure always flow, 
at home But many hive a different lot to know 1 
Ahmad Iluyn often caught and sold as slaves, alas ! 
Reflcuions I hus men from highest jov to orrow pass 
on the fore Yet though thv mon irehs in 1 + ny nobles boil 
gw>6 R-ick ind molaw s in J un tic 1 s isle 1 
Ihsolm \fric » thou art iovtl\ yt t 1 1 
On< heart yet lx its which nc ir shall thee forget 




Line 8 Thus Apollo 

t\u)pLCL TCVXC KVVtfffflV 
Olu/VOial T TTOUTL 
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Line 3 10 Ilow skilfully introduced are the animal and 
vegttible productions of \frie 1 * It is worthy to remark the 
vinous garments in which the Poet h ith clothed the Lion He 
is c tiled ist the Lion , 2nd the Monster (for he is very large), 
and }id, tht ho-tsi Montrch which ho undoubtedly is 
Lint u -1 4 lhe \uthor confesses himself under peculiar 
obligations to 1* nham s and C lappt rton s Travels, as they 
suggested to him the spirited description contained m these 
lines 

I me 13 "Pop goes the musketoons ' A learned friend 
suggested "Bang as a stronger expression , but, os African 
gunpowder 1 notorious!) bad, th< Author thought " Pop ' the 
better word 

Line 13 18 A concise but affecting description is here given 
of the domestic habits of the people,— the infamous manner in 
which the> are entrapped and sold as slaves is described,— and 
the wholt tnds with an appropriate moral sentiment Thu 
Poem might hen finish but the spirit of the bard penetrate! 
the veil of futuntv, and fiom it cuts off a bright piece fot the 
hitherto unfortunate Africans, as the following beautiful lines 
amply exemplify , 

It may perhaps be remarked that the Author has here 
" changed his hand he answers that it was hts intention so 
10 do Befoic it was his endeavour to be elegant and C0BC1& , 
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What though thy maidens are a blackish brown* 

Does virtue dwell in whiter breasts alone? 

Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no 1 85 

"it shall not, must not cannot, e cr be so 
The day shall come when Albion’s self shall feel 
SteA Afrit's wrath, and writhe neath Afnc s stceL 
I see her tribes the hill of glory mount, 

And sell their sugars on their own account , 30 

While round her throne the prostrite nations come, 

Sue for her nee and bartci foi her rum 32 


it is now his wish to hr enthusiastic and magnificent He trusts 
the Reader will perceive the aptness with which he hath changed 
his style when he narrated facts he was calm, when he enters 
onprophecy he is fcr\ id 

Theenthusi ism whieh he fit Is is beiutifull^ t xprtsscd m Ime9 
25, 26 He thinks he lias \cry successfully inuiikd m the last 
six lines the best manner of Mr Pope and 111 lints 19-26 the 
pathetic elegance of the Author of Austr il isia and Athens 

1 he Author cannot conclude w ithout di daring that bis aim 
m writing this Pot 111 will bt fully ueoniphshtd jf he can infuse 
m the breasts of 1 nglishmtn a st nse of tlu dangei in which they 
he Yes — Africa 1 If he can tw iken on< pai in le of sympathy for 
thy sorrows of lovt for thyliml of admirUion for thy virtue, 
he shall sink into the grue with the proud consciousness that 
he has raised csttim, wlure Ik fore there w is contempt, and 
has kindled the flame of hopi , on the smouldering ashes of 
Despair! 
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CHAPTER l 
Sir Ludwig of Homboutg 

IT was m the pood old da>s of dm airy when cvciy mountain 
that bathes its shadow in tin Rhine h id its t isth not inhabited* 
as now, by a fi w rats and ow Is, nor iuvi rtd with moss and wall 
flowers, and funguses, and creeping ivy No, no* where the 
ivy now clusters tlx re grew strong portcullis and bars of steel 4 
where the wallflower now quiver* on the rampart there were 
Silken banners embroidered with wonderful heraldry , men al- 
arms marched where now vou shall only see a bmk of moss or 
a hideous black champignon , and in place of the rats and 
owlets, I warrant m 2 there were 1 idles and knights to revel in 
the great hills, and to feast, and to dance and to make love 
there I bey are passed away - those old knights and ladies 
their golden hair first changed to silver and then the silver 
dropped off and disappeared for L\tr , tlu ir ehgant legs, so 
$lim and active in the dincc became swollen «ud gouty, and 
then, from being swollen and gouty, dwindled down to bare 
bone-shanks , the roses left their checks, and then their cheeks 
disappeared, and left their skulls, and then their skulls powdered 
into dust, and all sign of them was gone And as it was with 
them, so shall it be with us Ho, seneschal , fill me a cup of 
liquor I put sugar in it good fellow— yea, and a little hot water , 
ft very bttle, for my soul is sad, as I think of those days and 
knights of old 

They, too, have revelled and feasted, and where arc they?-— 
gone?— nay, not altogether gone , for doth not the eye catch 
gltfnpses of them as they walk yonder in the grey limbo of 
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romance, shining faintly in their coats of steel, wandering by 
the side df long-haired ladies, with long-tailed gowns that little • 
pages carry? \es 1 one sees them the poet sees them $t)H in 
the far off Cloudland; and hears the ring of their clarions as 
they hasten to battle or tourney — and the dim echoes of thejr 
lutes chanting of love and fair ladies ! Gracious privilege of 
poesy I It is js the Dervish s collynum to the eyes, and causa* 
them to see treasures that to the sight of donkeys are invisible 



Blessed treasures of finev l I would not change >e- no, not for 
man> donkey loads of gold Fill aga»n, joll> seneschal, 

thou brave wag , chalk me up the produce o 1 the hostel door— * 
surely the spirits of old are mixed up in the wondrous liquor, 
and gentle visions of bygone princes and princesses look blandly 
down on us from the cloud v perfume of the pipe Do >ou know 
in what year the fames left the Rhine long before Murray 4 * 
"Guide Book" was wrote — long before squat steamboat*, with 
snorting funnels, came paddling down the stream Do you not 
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Icnow that once upon a time the appearance of eleven thousand 
« British virgins was considered at Cologne as a wonder? Now 
there come twenty thousand such annually, accompanied by 
their ladies 1 maids But of them we will say no more— let us 
back to t|ose who went before them 
1 Many many hundred thousand years ago, and at the exact 
peHod when chivalry was m full bloom, there occurred a little * 
history upon the banks of the Rhine w hich has been already 
written in a book, and hence must be positive ly true * I is a 
Story of knights and lachts — of love and bitth and virtue 
rewarded , a story of princes and noble lords, moreover the 
best of company Gcnllts, an yc will, >c shall hear it Fair 
dames and damsels, may your loves be as happv as those of the 
heroine of this ronnunt 

On the cold and rainy evening of Thuisdi) the 26th of 
October, in the vear previously mditand sin h tr ivcik rs as 
might have chanci d to bt abroad in that bitttr night, might 
have remarked a fellow -wayfarer jourmymg on the road from 
Oberwmter toGodtsberg lie was a man not tall in stature, 
but of the most ithletic proportions, md Turn which had 
browned and furrowed his check ind spunkled his locks with 
grey, declared pn tty clearly that lit niu«t h m b» en acquainted 
with the wanior for somt fifty good yeirs H< was armed m 
mail, and rode a powerful and activ« b ittk -horse, which (though 
the way the pair had come th it d iy w is long ind weary 
indeed) yet supported the warrior, hu armour and luggage, 
with seeming tasc it was in a friend s country the knight 
, did not think fit to wear his heavy destrur t or hclmit, which 
hung at his saddle-bow over his portmanteau Both were 
marked with the roronet of a count , md from tjy* crown which 
surmounted the helmet, row the uist of his knightly race, an 
arm proper lifting 1 naked sword 

At his right hand, and convenient to the wirriors grasp, 
hung his mangonel or mace— a t< mfic weapon which had 
Shattered the brain 1 of many a turbined soldon , while over 
his broad and ample chest there fell the tnangular shield of 
(he period, whereon were emblazoned his arms -argent, a gules 
wavy, on a saltire reversed of the second the latter device was 
awarded for a daring exploit before Ascalon, by the Empenor 
Maximilian, and a reference to the German Peerage of that 
<%* or a knowledge of high families which every gentleman 
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then possessed, would have sufficed to show at once that the 
rider we have described was of the noble house of Hofnboutg. , 
It was, in fact, the gallant knight Sir I udwig of Hbmbwng * 
his rank as a count, and chamberlain of the Emperor of Au$tm, 
was marked by the tap of maintenance with the peacock's 
feather which he wore (when not armed for battle), and hi* 
* princely blood was denoted by the oiled silk umbrella which 
carried (a very mu t protection against the pitiless storm), and 
which, as it is known, in the middle agis, none but princes 
were justified m u ing A big f isti ned with a bra/cn padlock, 
and mide of the costlv piuducc of the Persian looms (tJipn 
extremely r ire in 1 tut pc) told th it hr liacj travelled m Eastern 
climes this, ton w is cudLnt from the inscription writ on card 
or parchment and sewed on the bag It first nn, "Count 
1 udWig dt Hombourg Jerusalem , but the nime of the Holy 
City hid lx on dashed out with the p«n and that of “Godes 
berg’ substituted So far indeed hid the cav iher tn veiled l— 
and it is needhss to stite that the bag m question contained 
such remaining articles of the toilet as the high-born nobty 
dctmid unnictssiry to j> 1 ice in his valist 

“ By Saint Hugo of K itzcndknbogen ! ’ said the good knight, 
shivering, " tis colder hire th m at Damascus 1 Marry, I am 
so hungry I could < at one of Saladin s camels Shall I be at 
Godcsbcrg in time for dinner? And t iking out his horologe 
(which hung in a stn ill side pocket of his embroidered surcoat), 
the crusader consoUd himself bv finding tint it was but seven 
of the night and that ht would reieh Godestxrg ere the warder 
had sounded tlx stcond gong 

His opinion w is lx>rnc out bv the result His good steed, 
which could ,*-ot at 1 pinch fourtten leagues m the hour, 
brought hirn to this ftmous castle just as the warder was 
giving the fust w t koine signal which told that the princely 
family of ( ount Kail Margrave of Godcsbeig were about to 
prepare for thur u^ual npast it eight o clock Crowds of 
pages and horseket pers were in the court when, the portcullis 
being raised and amidst the respectful salutisof the sentinels, 
the most anu< nt friend of the house of Godesberg entered into 
tts castle yard The undvbut’er stepped forward to take his 
bndlc-rem * Welcome Sir Count, from tlie Holy Land!" 
exclaimed the faithful old man “Welcome, Sir Count, firon* 
the Holy Land ! ' ened the rest of the servants m the halj 
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A stable vos Speedily found for the Count’s horse, Streiiheugst, 
2nd It was not before the gallant soldier had seen that true 
animal well cored for, that he entered the castle itself, and was 
conducted to his chamber Wax candles burning bright on 
the mantel, powers in china vases, every variety of soap, and a 
flask of the precious essence manufactured at the neighbouring 
cky of Cologne, we r e displayed on his toilet-tabic , a cheering 
Are *' crackled on the hearth,' and showed that thi good 
knight's coming hid been looktd and cored for 'I he serving 
maidens bringing him hot water for his ablutions smiling asked, 
M Would he have bis couch warmed it t\e? One might have 
been sure from their blushes that the tough old soldier made an 
arch reply The faimlv tonsor came to know whether thi noble 
Cdunt had need of his skill ‘ Bv Saint Hugo said the knight, 
05 seated in an easy settle by the fin, the tonsor rid his chm of 
its Stubbly growth, and I ightlv passed thi tongs ind pomatum 
through “the sable silver of his hair - By Sunt Hugo, this 
IS better than my dung»‘on it Grand Cairo How is my godson 
Otto, master barber , and the Lady ( ounti ss his mother , and 
'the noble Count Kail, my dear brother in arms’ 

41 They are well, said the tonsor with a sigh 
M By Saint Bugo 1 ni gl uJ on t 1 at why that sigh ? ” 

, “Things are not as they ha\< been with my good lord,' 
answered the hairdresser, 1 1 tvi r since C ount Gottfried s arrival ' 
M He here I ’ roartd Sir Ludwig * Good ne\cr cimt where 
Gottfried was l and the while he donned a pair of silken hose, 
that showed admirably the proportions of his lowci limbs, and 
exchanged his coat of mail foi the spotless \cst and bUck 
suTcoat collared with \elvtt of Genoa, which w is tljje fitting 
costume for “knight in ladyes bower —the |ypght entered 
into a conversation with the birlxr who explained to him, with 
the usual garrulousness of his tribe what was the present 
position of the noble family of Godisbcrg 
This will be narrated in the next chapter 
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CHAPTER II. 

The Godesbergers 

(■ 

’ Tis needless to state that tht gallant warrior Ludwig,of Hom- 
bourg found in tin bosom of his frit nd s firmly a cordial Wel- 
come 1 lu brntht r in arms of the Margrave Karl, he was the 
esteemed found of the Margrivme, the exalted and beautiful 
1 hcodora of Boppuin ind ( illx.it no theologian, and although 
th« first pi inci s of ( hristt ndorn coveted such an honour) he 
was sdcutd to stind is &[ionsor for tht Mirgravcs son Otto, 
the only child of his house 

It was now stvmtcin stars since the Count and Countess 
had been united, md dthough He iven had not blessed their 
couch with more than one child it m ty be said of that one 
that it w is a pi lie and that surely never lighted on the earth 
a more delightful vision Wlun ( ount Ludwig histcmng to 
the holy wars, had quitted his btlovid godchild he had left 
him a bo> , he now found him, as the latter rushed into his 
antis, grown to lx one of tht finest young men in Germany 
tall and ixcessivdy graitful in proportion with tht"blush of 
health mantling upon his cheek, that w is likewise adorned 
with thi first downoi manhood, and with mignificent golden 
nnglttd, such is a Rowliml might env> curling over bis brow 
and his should* rs lbs t >es altcrnattl) beamed with the fire 
of daring oi nulled with the moist gl ince of benevolence 
Will might a mother lie proud of sui h a boy Well might the 
bravi Ludwig txclaim, is he clasped the youth to his breast, 
"By Saint IJugo of Katzendlenbogtn Otto, thou art fit to be 
one of Caur dt Lion s grundurs 1 and it was the fact the 
M Childi ” of Gotlesbt rg measured six feet three 

He wu» habited for tht evening meal m the costly though 
simple attire of the hobltman of the period — and his cos fume 
a good deal rest mblcd th it of the old knight whose toilet WO 
have just described, with the difference of colour, however* 
The pourpomf worn by young Otto of Godesberg was of blue, 
handsomely decorated *vith buttons of carved and embossed 
gold , his haul de-chausses, or leggings, were of the staff of 
(fanquin, then brought by the Lombard argosies at an immense 
price from China The neighbouring country of Holland had 
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supplied hts wrists and bosom with the most costly laces , and 
jhua attired, with an opera-hat placed on one side of his held, 
ornamented with a single flower (that brilliant one, the tulip), 
the boy rushed mto his godfather's dressing room, and warned 
hum that t^p banquet was ready 

It Was indeed % frown had gathered on the dark brow> 
Of the Lady Theodora ind htr bosom heaved with an c motion 
akin to indignation , for she feared lest the soups in the refectory 
and the splendid fish now smoking there were getting cold she 
feared not for herself, but for her lord s sake Godcsberg,' 
whispered she to Count Ludwig, as trembling on his arm they 
descended from the draw mg room, * Godc sberg is sad!) changed 
of late ” 

"By Saint Rugo 1 said the burly knight, starting, "these 
ate the very words the baiber spake 

The lady heaved i sigh and pi iced herself before the soup- 
tureen I or some time the good Knight I udwig of Hombourg 
was too muih occupied in 1 idling out the foru mt ft balls and 
nch calves head of which the delicious jiollagt was formed 
(in ladling them out did we sa> > av, marrv and in eating 
them, too) to look at his brother in arms at the bottom of the 
table, where he sat with hib son on 1 ls left hand, and the Baron 
Gottfried on his nght 

The Margrave was ittdetd ch-mgod ‘ Hv Saint Rugo,* 
Whispered Ludwig to the ( ounUss, "your husbuid is as surly 
as a bear thit hath Ivhoi wounded o the head Tears falling 
mto her soup-plate wt it her only reply T he soup, the turbot, 
the haunch of mutton Count Ludwig runaiked that the 
Margrave sent all aw iv untasted 

"The bolder will serve ye with wine, Ffomb^|irg said the 
Margrave gloomily from the end of the table Not even an 
limitation to dunk how different was this from the old times ( 

But when, in compliance with this older the boteler pro 
oeeded to hand round the mintlmg vintage of the Cape to the 
assembled party and to fill young Ottos goblet (which the 
latter held up with the eagerness of yoi tb) the Margraves 
rage knew no bounds He rushed at his son , he dashed the 
Wtne-cup over his spotless vest and giving him three or four 
heavy blows which would have knocked down a bonassus, but 
Only caused the young Childc to blush " You take wine)** 
roared out the Margrave, “you dare to help yourself 1 Who 
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the d-v-1 gave you leave to help > ourself?” and the terrible 
blows were reiterated over the delicate ears of the boy** 

" Ludwig I Ludwig 1 ' shrieked the Margravine 
"Hold your pritc madam rovrtd the Prince "By Saint 
Buffo* mayn i a father beat his own child * 

" Ills own cun n * repeated the Mai grave with a burst, 
almost a shuck, of indestribiblc igonv "Ah, what did I 
say? 

Sir Ludwig looked about him in name , Sir Gottfried (at 
the Margrave s right hind) smiled glmthly, the young Otto 
was too much apnited l>y thi ncent conflict to wear any 
expression but tint of extrenu cKcomfiture , but the poor 
Margravine turm d lu r h( id a* ide and blushed, red almost 
as thi lobster which fl inked the tuibot 1 * fort her 

In those rude old times tis known such table quarrels were 
by no rmans unusuvl amongst gill ml knights, tnd Ludwig, 
who had oft seen th< Mu grist cast 1 ltg of mutton at an 
offending servitor or empty a sauci bo it in the direction of the 
Margrivinc, thought this w is but one of the usual outbreaks 
of his worth) though irascible friend, and wisely determined 
to change the convtisc 

1 How is my friend,” sud lie, "the good kmght. Sir 
Hildebrand* f ' 

" By Sunt Buffo th’S is too much f sere inied the Margrave, 
and utuilly iudud from the room 

"By Saint Hugo sud his friend "gallant knights, gentle 
sus what ails im good I 01 d M irgnu 

M Perhips his nose bktds,” said Gottlned, with a sneer 
*Ah my kind lriuid said the Margravine, with uftcon- 
trollibk cnjQtion ‘ I ftar some of you have passed from the 
frying-pan into the hre 1 tad miking the signal of departure 
to the ladies, thi> rose and retired to coffee in the drawing- 
room 

lhc Margrave presently came back agun, someaftwtt mdre 
collected thin he hid been Otto,” he said sternly, "go 
join the ladies it becomes not a young boy to rtmam in the 
company of gallint kmghts after dinner * The noble Chflde 
with manifest unwillingness quitted the room, and the Mar* 
grave, liking his ladys place at the head of the table, whis- 
pered to Sir I udwig, " Hildebrandt will be here to-night to 
an evening party, given in honour of your return from Pale$s 
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tme* My good fhend— my true friend— my old companion 
in artttSj Sir Gottfned ! you hod best see that the fiddlers be 
•not drunk, and that the crumpets be gotten ready M Sir 
Gottfried, obsequiously taking his patrons hmt ( bowed and 
left the room 

“ You 4hall know all soon, dear Ludwig," said the Margrave, 
with a heartrending look " You marked Gottfned, who left 
the room anon? 1 
"I did ” 

“ You look incredulous concerning his worth , but I tell thee, 
Ludwig, that jondu Gattfmd is a good f<How, nnd my fast 
friend Why should he not 1* i Hi is m) nmr rel ition, heir 
to myprop<rt> should I (lien tie M ir grave s countenance 
assumed its foi mi r expression of excruciating agon) * should 
/ have no 'ton 

“hut 1 never saw the l>o> m bitter hitllh/' replied Sir 
Ludwig 

“Nevertheless In* hal it imv chincc tint 1 shill soon 
have no son 

The Margrave had rrushul m my a cup r»f wim during 
dinner, and Sir ludwig thought nitur illy tint his gilkint 
friend had drunkm 1 ithi r du pH lb procmltd in this 
respect to jmit iti him , for the su rn soldi* r of those d tys 
neither shiunk btfoii thp Pi) min nor tlu punchbowl and 
many a rousing night lnd our cnisadir enjovtd in Syria with 
lion-hearted Richard , vwh his coidjutor, Godfrey of Bouillon , 
nay, with the dauntless Sal uhn himsi If 

“You knew Gottfned in Palestine 5 oskid the Margrave 

“I did ' 

“Why did ye not greet hm then, as ancunt comrades 
should, with the warm grisp of friendship? IPis not because 
Sir Gottfned is poor? You know well th at he is of race os 
noble as thine own my early friend 1 

“I care not for his race nor for his poverty/ replied the 
blunt crusader “Whit says the Minn* singer? Marry, *tbe 
rank is but the stamp of the guinea , the man is the gold ' 
Apd 1 tell thee, k. irl of Godeslserg, that yondu Gottfned is 
base metal 11 

“By Saint Buffo, thou behest him, dear Ludwig * 

“By Sami Bugo, dear Karl, I say sooth The fellow was 
known i the camp of the crusaders— disreputably known Ere 
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he joined as in Palestine, he had sojourned m Constantinople, 
and learned the arts of tht Gittk, He is a cogger of dice, 
I tell thee — a chanter of horseflesh lie won five thousand 
mirks from bluff Ruhird of Fn gland the night before the 
storming of Ascalon, ind 1 caught him with false trumps in 
his pocket lit wirnnud 1 biy marc to Conrstil of Mont 
Surat, and the rogiu hid fired her 

** Ha * mean ye th it Sir Gottfried is a legi" ened Sir Karl# 
knitting his brows Now l>y my Messed patroiT, Saint Buffo 
of Bonn, hid any other hut I udwig of Hombourg so said, it 
would lm< clow n him fioni skull to thine 

By S unt Pugo of K it/uu lit nbogi 11 I will prose my words 
on Sir < lottfnc d s bodv~ not tin thint o’ l brothi r in-arms And 
to do th< knne justice, lu is 1 good 1 ina HolyBugo* but 
hi did good semw it Acre * But his character w is such that, 
spite of his brivtrv ht w is dismiss'd tin army, nor even 
allowc cl to m 11 his 1 ipt un s commission 
"I hive heud of it, sud the Mirgrm , Gottfried hath 
told nit of it I w is alKjut some sill) quarrel over the wine cup 

- a nu ie silly ] ipi , Lx 1 io\l me Hugo de Broduicl would have 
no black bottle on the boird Gottfried w is wroth, and, to say 
sooth flung tht bluk bottle at the Counts head Hence his 
dismission ind tbrupt return But you know not, 1 continued 
the Margrave, with 1 he ny sigh, of what use that worthy 
Gottfucei lu lx e n to nu He has uncloak* d 1 traitor to me " 

** Not></ enswtwd Homteourg satmcally 
" B> Sunt Buflo 1 1 dee p dytd distucl » 1 d uigerous damn 
able traitoi 1 - m t of trutois Hddibt indt is 1 traitor-— Otto 
is a traitoi and 1 hi odor 1 (O Iita\en ! ) she— she is another " 
The old Princt burst into turs at tlic word, *md was almost 
ehoked wnn «f lotion 

Wh it means this passion, dear friend? cried Sir Ludwig, 
seriously dmrnd 

* Muk I udwig 1 mark Ilildcbrandt and Theodora together* 
mark Hilelehrinclt anil Otto together 1 ike, like I tell thee as 
two pris 0 liolv s lints, that 1 should be b>rn to suffer this 1 

— to ha\e ill my affections wrenched out of my bosom, and to 
be left done in my old age ! But, hark i the guests are arriving. 
An ye will not empty mother flask of claret, let us join the 
ladyes T the withdrawing dumber When there, mark Hildc* 
brandt and Otto ! 
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CHAPTER, III 
The Festival 

THE festival was indeed begun Coming on hor&elutk, orm 
their caroches, knights and 1 idles of the highest r mk were assem- 
bled m the grand saloon of Godesborg which was splendidly 
illuminated to receive thtm Servitors in rich livcnes (they 
were aturtd in doublets of the skv blue broadcloth of Ypres, 
and hose of the rn.lv st yi llow snminii- the colours of the house 
of Oodeslxrg) lx>rt il»oiit v lrious rtfrc shments on trays of silver 
--Cakes, hiked in the ovtn md swimming m melted butter, 
manihets of bn ad sme irccl with the s util deln unis condiment, 
And carved so thin that \ou might hue exputai th m to take 
wing and fly to the uihng coflu introduced by Peter the 
Hermit after his excursion into \rabu uul it i ‘u«h is only 
Bohemia could produce, uiculaid tmida the ft stive throng, 
and were eagerly devour* cl by the guests 1 he Maigi ivt s gloom 
was unheeded by them how little indeed is the smiling crowd 
aware of the pangs th it ire lurking in the bic isis of those who 
bid them to the feast » 1 hr Margr um w is p»U but woman 

knows how to ikci i\e , she was more thin ordinarily courteous 
to her friends and 1 iuglv d, though the laugh w is hollow , and 
tfiflked though the t dk was loithsomc to her 

*'Thc two an together said the Margravi clutching his 
friends shoulder *' \rm* look / 

Sir Ludwig turned towards a quadrille , and the re, sure enough, 
were Sir Hildebrandt and young Otto standing side by side in 
the dance Two eggs were not more like 1 1 Iv^gtason of the 

Margrave's horrid suspicion it once flxshe d across his friend's 
ipind, 

u Tis clear as the staff of a pike,' said the poor Margraxc 
mournfully "f mne brother away from tlit sane let ua go 
a game at cnbbage 1 and retiring to the Margravines 
boudoir, the two warriors sat down to the game 
But though ’us an interesting one and though the M irgraxc 
VOft, wrt he Could not keep his attention on the cards so agi- 
tated Ri his mind by the dreadful secret which weighed upon 
It In the midst of their play, the obsequious Gottfried came 
tft Vlnsper a word in his patron s ear, which threw the latter 
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into such a fury r that apoplexy was apprehended by the two 
lookers on But the Margrave mastered bis emotion* "At 
what time, did you say ? ’ said he to Gottfried 
11 At daybreak, at the outer gate. 

“ I will be there ’ 

"And so will I / to t thought Count Ludwig* the good 
Knight of Hombourg 


C H \PI T K IV 

jn 

How ofttn does man, proud nun make cilculalions ^for the 
futuri, uid think he can bind stern fate to Ins will 1 Mas, we 
are but ere iturcs in its hands 1 1 low m my i slip between the 

lip and the lifted wine cup ' How often though seemingly with 
a choice of couches to repose upon, do we fiud ourselves dashed 
to earth, and then wt aie fun to say the grapes are sour, 
because we cannot main them , or worse, to yield to anger in 
consequence of our ownfiult Nr Ludwig, the llombourger, 
was not at thi outtr (*aU at daybicak 

He sit pt until tt u of the clock I he previous nights pota- 
tions had Ixeu he ivy the divs journey hid been long and 
rough Hu knight slept is i soldier would, to whom a feather 
bed is a rint), anil who wakes nut ti 1 he heirs the blast of the 
rfveilW 

He looktd up as hi wok* \i lus bulsuU sat the Margrave 
He had beti^ there for houis w itching his slumbering comrade. 
Watching >— no not watching, hut aw ike by his side, brooding 
over thoughts unutteMbly bitter— over feelings inexpressibly 
wretch* d 

" W hat s o cluck ? w is the first natural ex* 1 mutton of the* 
Hombourger 4 

14 i believe it is five o clock said his friend It wastes. It 
might have lx en twelve two half past four twenty minutes la 
six, the Mu-grave would still have said, "/ Mia* five 
o clock The wretched take no count of time it flfi with 
Unequal pinions, indeed, f or them 
" is bicnkfost over? 4 ' inquired the crusader 
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"Ask the butler/' said the Margrave, nodding his bond 
wildly, rolling his eyes wildly, smiling wildly 
41 Gracious Bugo 1 * said the Knight of Horabourg, 44 what 
has ailed thee, my fnend ’ It is ten o clock by my horologe 
Your regular hour is nine You arc not— no, by heavens 1 you 
are not snaved t You wear the tights and silken hose of last 
evening's banquet Your collar is all rumplid— tis that of 
yesterday }ou haw not been to bid l What has chanced, 
brother of mine w hat has chanced ? ' 

41 A common chance, Louis of Hombotirg, ' said the Mir 
grave "one that chances every di> A falsi worn in, a false 
fnend, a broken heart Fhts lias eh mud I have not been 
to bed 1 

"What mean ye’ trad Count I udwig dec pi v iflectud 
"A false fnend t I am not a false trimd A false woman? 

Surely the lovtly Iheocloia your w ft 

" 1 have no wife, Louis now I hue no wife uul no son 


In accents broken by grief, tin Margrave explained what 
had occurred faottfru d s information w is but too torrect 
There was a caust for the likcrtis Ixtwnn Otto and Sir 
Hildebrandt a fatal < iusl 1 Ilild* brai dt uul Iheodort bad 
met at dawn at the uuUr g itc 1 he Maigr ive had seen them 
They walked along togi tin r , tin v embraced Ah * how the 
husbands, tin fathers fu lings wire hirrovud it that em- 
brace 1 Tiny part* d , and tin n the Margr ivt , coming forward, 
coldly signified to his lady that she w is to retire to a convent for 
life, and gave ordtis tlut the boy should lie sent too, to tike 
the vows at a mon isti rs 

Both sentences had lx m cvetuUd Olto, m a boat, and 
guarded by a company of his fath< r s nit n it arms was on the 
♦ nver going towards Colognt , to the Monasti r> of Sunt Buffo 
there The Ladv Iheodom, under the guard of Sir Gottfried 
and an attendant, were on their w i> to the convent of Non 
Uenwerth, which m jiv of our re ulers have seen- the beauti 
ful Green Island Coment, laved bv the bright waters of the 
Rhine l 

4, What road did Gottfnc*d take’ asked the Knight of 
Hombourg, grinding his tet th 

" You cannot overtake him, said the Margrave " My good 
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Gottfried, he is my only comfort now he is my kinsman, and 
shall bt my h« if He will lx lnck anon ” 

' Will ht so ?" thought Sir Ludwig M I will ask bun a fevf 
qui stions ere he return And springing fiom hts couch, he 
lx gin forthwith to put on his usual morning dress of com- 
pkti armour, tnd aft<i i hasty ablution, donned, liot his cap 
ot rn.untt nanix , but his hi hnct of battle He rang the bell 
violently 

"A tup of cofft f , sir light," sud ht to the servitor who 
answered the summons , n bid tht took pack me a smsnge and 
brtarl in pajxr, mil tht groom saddle Streithcngst we have 
far to rich 

Hu vinous orders wr ri olxvtcl The horse was brought, 
the rifreshmtnts dispo&td of the ila.ttt.ring sups of the de- 
parting stet-d were he ml in th« « ourtyard but tht. Margrave 
took no notice of his friend tnd sat plunged in silent gnef 
quite motionless by the empty bedside 


CII \PTER V 

1 he Traitor's Doom 

Thf Homliourgt r kd his horse down the winding path which 
conducts front the hill tnd civile of (jcxksUrg mto the beautiful 
green plain lx low Who his not seen tint low lv plain, and 
who that h is st tn it his not loved it ? A thousand sunny vine- 
vorcls and corphclds stretch iround in pc icclul luxuriance , the 
mights Rhine doits by it in silver mignihtence, and on the 
opposite bmk use the seven mountains robed in majestic purple, 
the Tuornrehs of the rov il set ne 

A phasing poet lord Hvron in describing this very scene, 
his mentioned th it J peasant girls, with d ik blue eyes, and 
h tmls th it offt r cake and w ine, art perpetu Uy crowding round 
the trawlkr in thra delicious district, and proffering to him their 
rustic presents This w us no doubt the case m former days, 
when the noble bard wioto his elegant poems— in the happy 
ancient days ! whin maidtns were as yet generous, and men 
kmdly 1 Now the degenerate peasantry of the district are much 
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more inclined to ask than to give and their blue eyes seem to 
Jiave disappeared with their generosity 

Bqt as it was a long time ago that the events of our story 
occurred, 'tis prohabit that the good Knight Ludwig of Horn* 
bourg wa^ greeted upon his path by this fasunating peasantry , 
though we know not how he accepted the ir wt Iconic He 
continued his mlc across the flat grton country until he came 
to RoUrtdseck, wh< nec he tould comm tnd the Island of Non 
nenwerth (that lies m the Rhine opjositc that phet), and all 
who went to it or passed hoin it 
Over the entrance of a little cavern intone of the rocks hang 
mg above* the Rhine stream at Rolandscck and covered with 
odoriferous cactuses and silvery magnolias the trmlki of the 
present day may perceive a rude broken image of a saint that 
image represented the venerable Saint Buffo of Bonn, the patron 
Of the Margrave , and Sir Ludwig, kntiling on the greensward, 
and reciting a ctnscr, an avt , and a couple of acolytes before it, 
felt encouraged to think th it llu dred Ik meditittd w is about 
to be performed under the wry tv<s of his friend* sanctified 
patron. His devotion done (tnd the knight of thost days w is 
as pious as he was brivt ) Sir Ludwig the gallint liombourgtr, 
exclaimed with a loud voice — 

11 Ho f hermit 1 holv hi rinit, m thou .n thy ce II i 
14 Who calls the poor svrv mt of Hi tvtn and Saint Buffo? 
exclaimed a voice from the c ivt m , and presently, from beneath 
the wreaths of grnmutn md magnolia, ippcared an intensely 
venerable, ancient and majtstic head - twos thu, we need not 
say, of Saint Buffos soht.irv \ silver beard hinging to his 
knees gavt his person tn appear ince of gre it rt sociability , 
his body was robed in simple brown serge, j^nd girt with a 
knotted cord his anctent feet were only delcnded from the 
pnckles and stones by the rudest sandals, and his bald and 
polished head was bare 

41 Holy hermit, said the knight, in a grave voice, 4 ‘make 
ready thy ministry,, for there is some one about to die 1 
•* Where, son ? ' 

•* Here, father ’ y 

,r Is he here, now * * 

M Perhaps,” Sdid the stout wamor, crossing himself, 14 but 
not so if right prevail * At this moment he caught sight of 
a ferry-boat putting off from Nonnenwerth, with a knight on 
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board Ludwig knew at once, by the sinople reversed and the 
truncated gules on his surcoat that it was Sir Gottfried of 
Godesberg 

“Be ready, father, said th< good kmght, pointing towards 
the advancing boat , and w mng his hand by way^of respect 
to the reverend hermit without i further word, he vaulted into 
his saddle, and rode back for a few score of pices , when he 
wheeled round, and nmuned steady Hts great lance and 
pennon rose m Hit air His aimour glistcmd in the sun, the 
chest and hr id of his battle horst we re similarly covered With 
steel As Sir Gottfried likevvw armt d and mounted (for his 
horse Ind In cn 1< ft it the ft rry hard In ) ldvuntcd up the road, 
he almost started .it ibe figure lx fore ' im - a glistening lower of 
sue 1 

* \re you tht lord of this pa^s Sir Knight?' said Sir Gott- 
fried haughtily or do \ou hold it against all comers in honour 
of your 1 idy love? 

"Iam no» the lord of this p iss I do not hold it against all 
comers l hold it but igunst one, md he is a liar and a 
traitor ' 

1 As the matter concerns me not I prav >ou let me pass/ 
said Gottfried 

"Hu matter (Lis concern thee Gottfried of Godesberg 
Lnr and traitor * art thou coward, too * 

Hoi) Sunt Buffo, tis a fight 1 tvclamud the old hermit 
(who too had lie* n a g ill mt w irrior in his day) and like the 
old vvir horse th it huus the trumpets sound and spite of his 
clerical profession he prepared to look on at the eombat with 
no ordinary eagerness, and sat down on the overhingmg ledge 
of the rod*, lighting his pipe and affix ting unconcern, but in 
reality most deeply interested in the event winch was about to 
ensue 

As soon as the word * coward ’ had been pronounced by Sir 
Ludwig, his opponent utter ng a curst far too horrible to be 
inscribed here hid wheeled back his powerful piebald, and 
brought his 1 \ncc to the rest 

1 Ha 1 Beau^S \nt l cried lie " Allah humdillah l M 'Twas 
the battle-cry m Palestine of the irresistible Knights Hospitallers 
1 Look to thvsclf Sir Kmght, md for mercy from Heaven. / 
will give thee none ’ 

"A Hugo for Katzencllenbogen 1 " exclaimed Sir Ltidwtff 
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piously that, too, was the well-known war-cry of h& pnncely 
'race 

* f4 I will give the sigrnl,* said the old hermit, waving Ins 
pipe* “Knights, are you read) > One, two, three Ims/ * 
(Let go) 

At the signd, the two stmls tore up the ground like whirl 
winds k the two knights, two flashing perpendicular misses of 
steel, rapidly convtrgtd the two lances met upon the two 
shields of either and shivered splintered shattered into tin 
hundred thousand pieces, which whirled through the air here 



And there, among the rock*, or it the trees, or in the nvir 
The two hdrses fell back tumbling on thur haunches, where 
they remained for half a minute or so 
" Holy Buffo ’ a brave stroki 1 sa d the old hermit ** Marry, 
but a splinter well nig*i took off my nose ! The honest hermit 
waved his pipe m delight not p' re Living that one of the. splinte rs 
had carried off the head of it and rendered his favourite amuse- 
ment impossible 44 Ha ! they ire to it again ! O iny I how 
they go to with thur gre.u swords' Well stricken grey! 
Well parried, piebald ' Ha, that was a sheer I Go it, piebald ' 
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go it, grey I— go it, grey ! go it, pie— Peccavi ! peccaw 1 ' said 
the old man, here suddenly closing his eyes, stnd falling down 
on his knees “ 1 forgot 1 was a man of peace ” And ttfe 
next moment, uttering a hasty matin, he sprang down the 
ledge of rock, and was by the side of the combatants 
The battl* was over Good knight as Sir Gottfficd was, his 
strength and skill hid not been able to overcome Sir Ludwig 
the Hombourgti with iti< nr on his suit Ht was bleedmgat 
every point of his aimour lu hud been run through the body 
sever il times, md a cut in turce rkhvered with tremendous 
dexterity, had cloven tin ciown of his hclmtt of Damascus 
sUtl and pissing through the urtlxdlum md sensonum, 
had split his nose ihuust in tw un * 

His mouth fomung- his fi t ilmod green - his eves full of 
blood his brims spattered our his fort In id and several of 
his tuth knocked out - the discomfited warrior presented a 
ghihtly spettuh, is ruling under the effects of the last 
tremendous blow which the Knight of Uombourg dealt, t>ir 
Gottfned fell heaul) irom the s ulclle of his pi* bald charger, 
the fnghti md miiinl whisked his tail wildly with a shriek and 
a snort plunged out his hind 1* es trimphng for one moment 
upon the feet of the prostnte Gottfried, thcuhy causing him 
to shuck with agon) , end the n g dlo]jcd iw ty riderless 
Away' ay aw iv *— aw\y amid the green vineyards and 
gold' n cornfields, tw ev up ihr steep mountains, where he 
frightened the cigks in thur t)ncs, awiy down the clattering 
mints whcit the fl ismng eat ir acts tumble, away through 
the dark pine foicsts, when the hungry wolves art howling, 
away ovei the dn \rv wolds wlitr* the wild wind walks alone, 
wav through the plashing quagmires where the will-o the-wi$p 
slunk frightened imong the reeds, aw ly through light and 
darkness stoim and sunshine , aw i> by tower and town, high 
road and hamlet Once a turnpike man would have detained 
him, but ha' ha 1 he chargtd the pike, and cleared it at a 
hound Once the Cologne Diligence stopped the way he 
chaigcd the Diligence he knocked off the ap of the conductor 
on thr roof ind jet galloped, wildly, madly, furiously, irre- 
sistibly on 1 Brave horse 1 gallant steed 1 snorting child of 
Arahy > On went the horse, over mountains, rivers, turnpikes, 
apple women , and never stopped until he reached a h very-stable 
m Cologne where his master was accustomed to put him dp. 
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CHAPTER VI 

The Confession 

But lire Save forgotten meanwhile, the prostrate individual 
Having examined the wounds in hia side, kgs, head and throat, 
the old hermit (a skilful leech) km It down by the side of the 
vanquished one and said, 1 Sir Knight, it is m> painful duty to 
state to you that vou iri in in exceedingly dangirous condition, 
and will not probvbly survive * 

“Say you so Sir Trust? then 'tis time I nnki m> con- 
fession * Hearken you, Trust md you, Si- Knight, whoever 
you be ' 

Sir Ludwig (who, murh iffeitid by the scene had been tying 
hit horse up to a fee) lifted his \isor and s iid Gottfried of 
Godesberg 1 I am the frit nd of thv kinsni in M irgrw Karl, 
whose happimss thou hist ruined, I ini the frund of his 
chaste and virtuour 1 ui\ whose fair fame thou hast be lied , I 
am the godfather of young C uunt Otto, whose heritage thou 
wouldst have appropriated I he rr fore l nut thee in deadly 

fight, and overcame thee and h i\c well nigh finished thee 
Speak on 

* I have Gone all this siul the dying rn in, " and hr re, in my 
last hour, repent me I he Lady lheodon is a spotless lady, 
the youthful Otto the true son of his father— Sir Hildcbrandt is 
not his father but his uncle 

M Gracious Buffo 1 4 4 C 1 lesti il Bugo 1 he re said tin hermit 

and the Knight of Uomhourg simultaneously, clispmg their 
bands 

"Yes, his uncle , but with the bar sinister in nis 'scutcheon 
Hence he rould never lx ac knowledgi d by tin family, hencr, 
too, the Lady Theodoras spotless purity (though the young 
people had been brought up tog< thf 1 ) could never be brought 
to own die relationship 

“ May I repeat \Ov*i confession 3 asked the hermit 

f< With the greatest pleasure m life carry my confession to 
the Margrave, and prey him give me pardon Were there— a 
notary-public present, slowly gssped the knight, the film of 
dissolution glazing over his eyes, * I would ask— you -two — 
gentlemen to witness it I would gladly— sign the deposition— 

1 
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r that w, if I could wt-wt wr wr ite 1 " A faint shuddering smile 
—a quiver, a gasp, a gurgle— the blood gushed from h& mouth 
in black volumes 

" He will never sin more " s ud the hermit solemnly 
* May Heaven assoilzie luin ’ ’ s ud Sir Ludwig " Hermit, 
he was a gallant kn ght He dud with harness oh his hack, 
and with truth on his lips I udw ig of llombourg would ask no 
other dt ath t 

An hour aftirwuds the pnmipal servants at the Castle of 
Godeslurgucrr ratlu r surprised to sec the noble Lord Louis 
trot into the courtyard o! the cistl» , with a companion on the 
crupper of his s »ddl« I was ihu vt m rablc. Hermit of Rol&vtd- 
setk who for the sxkt of greater t '» ntv had adopted this 
undignified convey me t md whose appeal ancc and little dumpy 
legs might w« II in u« hil tniy irnong the ' pampered menials ' J 
who an always found lounging ibout the houses of the great. 
He skippt d off the s uKIL w ith consult r xble lightness, howt ver , 
and Sir I udwig liking the revert nd min by the arm, and 
frowning th< jet ring servitors into awt Indt one of them lead 
him to the present! of His Highness iht Margrave 

'Whit has eh meed? sml tlu inquisitive servitor "The 
riderless horse of Sir Lottfru d w is set n to gallop by the outer 
wall anon Iht M irgravt ' firact his never quitted your Lord- 
ships ihuimlKr, and sits is one ihstriught 

"Hold lliy prxtc kmvc and leid us on 1‘ And so Staying, 
ihe Knight end his R«v«rtnct moved into the well known 
apartment wlnrv, iceordmg to iht servitors dcsiription, the 
wretched Mirgrxv* sit like i stone 
l udwig took one of tin kind brokr n hearted mm’s hands, 
the hennit sci7«d iht other and liegan (but on account of his 
great age, wifn i pruhsitv which we shill not endeavour to 
mutate) to narrm tlu tvi nts which we have already described 
I^et the dear reader fincy the while his Reverence speaks the 
glo/td eyes of the M irgrxvo gr iduallv lighting up with attention ; 
the flush of joy which nnnths in his countcn mcc— the start— 
the throb— the almost delirious outburs* of hysteric exulta- 
tion with which, when the whole truth was made known, he 
clasped the two messengers of ghd tidings to his breast, with 
an energy th it almost choked ihe aged recluse' “ Ride. nde 
this instant to the Margravine— say I have wronged her, that 
it is all right that she may come back— that I forgive her— 
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that f apologise, if >ou wtU"— and a secretary forthwith <3* t 
spatclxsd a note to that effect, which was carried off by a fleet 
•messenger , 

^ISfow write to the Superior of the monasteiy at Cologne, 
and bid him send nu back my boy, my d irhng my Otto - my 
Otto Of rtftes ! said the fond father, miking the first phy upon 
words he had ever ittcmptul in his life Hut whit will not 
paternal love effect? The secretars (smiling it the jokt ) wrote 
Another letter, and another fki t imsstngtr was despite htd on 
Another horse 

M And now,” said Sn I urlwig ph>full> 'let us to lunch 
Holy hermit are you foi a sn uk ? 

The hermit could not sn) niv on in occasion so ft stive, and 
the three gentle s seitc cl themselves to i plenteous iipist.for 
which the remnns of the ft ist of jestc rd i> off red u nud not 
be snd imple me ins 

" The> will be home by dinnt r time s ud the < suiting fathc r 
** Ludwig’ reurend hetnntl wt will (in on till thtn And 
the cup passed gul) round and the 1 mgh and jisl ureulited, 
while the three happy friends sit confide nil) aw uting thL return 
of the Margravine md ht r son 

But alasl said we not rightl) it the commencement of a 
former chapter, tint betwixt the lip and the raised w me cup 
there is often inn> i spill 7 th it our hope s ire high, and often, 
too often, vain * About three hours after the departure of the 
first messenger he n turm fl ind with in < xcctdmgly long face 
knelt down and presented to thi M irgi ivt i billet to the 
following effect — 


“Convfst op Nonnfmu*kth r r^ay Afltmoon 

**SlR, —I have submitted too long to vour ill usage and am 
disposed to bear it no more 1 will no longer be made the butt 
Of your ribald satire and *he object of jour coarse abuse Last 
week you threatened me with >our cam 1 On 1 uesday last you 
threw a wtne-decantc r at me which hit the butler, u is true, but 
the intention was ei dent This morning in the presence of all 
the servants you cilkd me b\ the meet vile abominable name. 
Which Heaven forbid 1 should rope u f You dismissed me from 
your house under a false accusation You sent me to this odious 
convent to be immured for hie Be it sol I will not come 
back, because, foi sooth, >ou relent Anything is U tier th m a 
residence with a wicked, coarse, violent intoxicated, brutal 
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monster like yourself I remain here for ever* and Wash to be 
obliged to sign myself 

** Theodora von Godbses&c, * 

" P S — I hope you do not intend to keep all my best gowns, 
jewels, and wearing apparel , and make no doubt you dismissed 
me from your house m order to make way for some vile hussy, 
whose eyes I would like to tear out 

"T V G* 


CHAP 1 1 R VII 

rht Sentence ' 

This singular document illustrative of the passions of women 
at all times and particularly of the manners of the early ages, 
struck dismay into the he irt of the Margrave 

“ Art her Ladyship s insinuations correct ? asked the hermit, 
in a severe tone •* Io eorreet a wife with a cane is a venial, I 
may say a justifiable praetice , but to fling a bottle at her is ruin 
both to the liquor and to her ’ 

" But she sent a carving knife at me first,* said the heart* 
broken husband " O jealousy cursed jealousy, why, why did I 
ever listen to thy green and yellow tongue?* 

" Ihty qu mailed, but they loved eaeh other sincerely,** 
whisper* d bur Ludw ig to ihe hermit , vs ho began to debtor 
forthwith a lecture upon family discord and mmul authority, 
which would have sent his two hearers to sleep, but for the 
arrival of the^second messenger, whom the Margrave had 
despatched to Cologne for lus son 1 lus herald wore a Stdl 
longer face than that of his comrade who preceded him 
14 Where is my darling ? roared the agonised parent. 41 Have 
ye brought him w ith ye ? 

“ IS — no said the man, hesitating 

"I will flog the knave soundly when h comes/ cried the 
father, \ainl> endeavouring, under an appearance of sternness, 
to hide his inw ird emotion and tenderness 

• Please, your llighncv» ’ sud the nicsstnger, making a 
desperate efiott 4 Count Otto is fiot <il the convent.’* 

14 Know ye, knave, where he is ? ** 
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The Swam solemnly said, " I do He Ls there," He pointed 
as be spake to the broad tfbme, that was seen from the case* 
* meat, bgbted up by the magnificent hues of sunset 

** There f How' mean ye there t " gasped the Margrave, 
wrought to a pitch of nervous fury 

'* Alas I my good lord when he was in the boat which was to 
conduct him to the. convent, he— lit jumped suddenly from it, 
and is dr dr owned 

'* Carry that knave out and h ing him 1 ’ said the Margrave, 
with a calmness more dreadful than any outburst of rage 
** Let every man of the boat s crew be blown (torn the mouth of 
the cannon on the tower— except the coxswain, and let him 
be" 

What was to be done with the coxswun no one knows , for 
at that moment, and overcome by his emotion, the Margrave 
sank down lifeless on the floor 


C1HI >H R VIII 

The Cbilde of Godcshrg 

It must be clear to the dullest intellect (if imongst our readers 
we dare venture to presume th it a (lull inulhet should be 
found) th\t the cause of the Margnves fxmting fit described 
mthc last chapter was i groundless apprehension on the part 
of that too solicitous and credulous noble min re girding the 
fate of his beloved child No young Otto wis nut drowned. 
Was ever hero of romantic story don< to dei^so carlv in the 
talc? Young Otto was not drowned H id uch bea n the case, 
the Lord Margrave would inf illibly have died at the dose of the 
last chapter, and a few gloomy sentences at its close would 
have denoted how the lovch Lady 'I heodon t* came insane m 
Hie convent, and how Sir Ludwig determined upon the demise 
of the old hermit (consequent upon the sliock of hearing the 
news), to retire to the vacant hermit ige, and assume the robe, 
the beard, the mortifications of the laic venerable and solitary 
ecclesiastic Otto was not drowned, and all those personages 
Of our history are consequently ah\c and w< 11 
The boat containing the amazed young Count~for he knew 
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not the cause of his father's anger, and hence rebelled against 
Che unjust sentence winch the Margrave had uttered--had not 
rowed many miles, when the gillunt boy rallied from hiS u 
CemjKirary surprise and despondency, ind determined not to 
be a slave in any convent of any order , determined \ p make a 
desporUt effoit for escape \l a moment when the men were 
pulling hard igamst the tide and Kuno, the coxswain, Was 
looking c ireful 1> tu st< i r the b trge betwet n some dangerous 
rocks ind quicks inds, which arc friqucntly met with In thCK 
Dcycstic though ding<mui river Otto gave a sudden spring 
from the bn it end with on< smgU lloutxc was in the boiling, 
frothing, swirling uldv ol the strcim 
lancy tin igom of th« cr« w it the disappearance of their 
young lend* Ml lovid him ill would hive gi\en thur lives 
for him but a% tin v did not know how to swim, of course 
they rUclintd to nukt inv iisclis', plunges in scirch of him, 
and stood on their oars in mute wonder and grief Once, his 
fan head and golden ringlets wen su n to arise from the water, 
twice puffing ind putting it ippcired for an instant again. 
thrice it lose but fororu single moment it was the last chance, 
and it sunk, Hank, sunk Knowing the reception they would 
meet with from th< ir lug< lord, the men niturally did not go 
home to Oodisbtig but putting in it the first creek on the 
opposite bank, fit <1 mto the Huki of Nassau s territory, where, 
as thov h we httic to do w th our t ik , w< will }< ave them 

But thiy little knew how t \p< rt a swimmer was young Ottoc 
He had disappeared it is trut butwhv? because he had dived 
IK calculated tint his conductors would consider him drowned, 
and the desire of liberty lending him wings (oi we had rathe* 
say fin f, in th^ insUnce) the gilhnt boy swain on beneath 
the water, never lifting his head for a single moment between 
Oodislxrg md Cologne- the ebstanec bung twenty five or 
thirty miles « 

lisc iping from observition, he linded on the Dents side of 
the rivtr rtpurcil to a comfortable and quiet hostel there, 
say nig h h id had an accident from a boat, and thus account- 
ing for the moisture of his habiliments, and while these were 
drying before a fin in his clumber, went snugly to bed, where 
he mused, not w ithout am ut , on the strange events of the day# 

** This mornjng, thought he, " a noble, and heir to tv princely 
estate -this evening an outcast, with but a few bank-notes 
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which my mamma luckily gave me on my birthday What a 
strange entry into life is this for a young man of my family! 
Well, I have courage and tesoluiion my first attempt in life 
has been a gallant and successful one , other dangers will be 
conquere^ by similar bravery ’ And recommending himself, 
hit Unhappy hioihcr, *and Ins mistaken father to iht care of 
thdr patron saint Sunt Buffo, the gallant hi artid boy ft II 
presently into such a sleep, is only the young the healthy, the 
umoccnt, and the cxirum ly f itiguc d, can uijay 

The fatigues of the diy (and very Aw men but would be 
fatigued after swimming well nigh thirty miles under w iter) 
caused young Otto to sleep so piofoundlv, that lie did not re 
mark how, iftu I* nci \> s sumtt is i mtunl consequent* , 
Saturdays Phoebus illumined the world a> md sunk at his 
appointed hour Hie sen ing maidens of tin hostel peeping 
uj marked hun sh epuig and blessing him for i priity youth 
tripped lightly from th< chunlxr, tin IxjuIs trud hiply twiu 
Or thnee to call him (as Ikkhs will fun) but the lovely lioy 
giving another snore turned on his side md w is quite un 
conscious of the interruption In a word, tlu youth slept for 
Stx and tlurtv hours it an dung Ltiun , and the Svind iy sun w is 
shining md the bells of the hundred ehuiches of t ologne were 
clinking and tolling m pious festiwtv md tlu burghers and 
buigheresses of the town were trooping to uspers and morning 
service when Otto iwuke 

As he donned his ilothis of tin richest Genoi velvet the 
astonished boy could not at first account for his difficulty in 
putting them on 1 Marry * s ud hi , these breeches that 
my blessed mother (tears filled his fine cvis is he thought of 
bury-T-" that my bussed mother had nude long on purpose, 
arc now ten inches too short for me Whir r r ! iny coat 
cracks i the buk as in vain 1 try to buckle it round mf , and 
the sleeves reach no f irthcr th in niv t Ibows * W hat is this 
mystery? Am I grown fit and tall it a smgh night? Ah' 
ah 1 ah 1 ah ’ I have it 

The young and good humoured Childe laughed merrily 
He bethought him of the reason of his mistake his garment* 
had shrunk from being fm and iwtmy link's under watu 

But one remedy presented itself to his mind , and that we 
need not say was to purchase new oms Inquiring the way 
to the most genteel ready made cloth ts' establishment in the 
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city of Cologne, and finding it was kept m the Mlnontcn 
Strassc, by on ancestor of the celebrated Moses of London, 
the noble Childe hied him towards the emporium , but you 
may be sure did not neglea to perform his religious duties by 
the way Filtering the 1 ithedral, he made straight for the 
shrme of St Buffo and, hiding himself behind a pillar there 
(fearing he might be rt rogmsed by the Archbishop, or any of 
ins fathers numerous frunds m Cologne), he proceeded With 
his devotions, as w is the practice of the young nobles of the 
age 

But though exceedingly intent upon the service, yet his eye 
could not refrain from wandering 1 Ut*L round about him, and 
he r» marked with surprise lint the wl nit church wis filled with 
archers, and he remembered too that he hid seen m the 
streets numerous othc r binds of men simihrly attired in green 
On asking at the cathedral porch the c iusc of this assemblage, 
one of the green oms said (in a jape), Marry, youngster , you 
must be qrren, not to know that we ire til bound to the castle 
of his Gract Duke Adolf of t li ves who gives an archery 
meeting once a year, and prizes for which we toxophilites 
muster strong 

Otto whose course hitherto had been undetermined, now 
immediately settled what to do He straightway repaired to 
the ready made emporium of Herr Moses, and bidding* that 
gentleman furnish him with an archci s compute dress Moses 
speedily select* cl 1 suit from Ins wst stock, which fitted the 
youth to a /, and we need not siv w is sold at an exceedingly 
moderate price So ittircd (ind bidding Herr Moses a cordial 
farewell), voung Otto u is a gorgeous a noble 1 soul inspiring 
boy to gaze on A to it ind breeches of the most brilliant pea- 
green, ornament d with a profusion of brass buttons md fitting 
him with exquisite tightrn ss showed off a figure unrivalled for 
slim symmetry His feet were covered with peak«\l buskins of 
buff Itither, and 1 belt round his sUnder waist of the same 
material held his knife his tobacco pipe and pouch, and bis 
long shining dirk, which though the adventurous youth had 
as y<t only employed it to fash'^n wicktt-bails or to cut bread 
and cheese, he wis now quite revlv to use against the enemy, 
Hw personal ittractions we re enhanced b> a neat white hat, 
flung carelessly and fearlessly on one side of his open smihitg 
countenance , and his lovely hair, curling in ten thousand yellow 
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ringlets, ifett over bis shoulder like golden epaulettes, and down 
his book os far as the waist-buttons of his coat I warrant me, 
^nohy a lovely Colnermn looked after the handsome Childe with 
mmety, and dreamed that night of Cupid under the guise of 
"a bonny boy m green " 

£so accmitr<4 the youth s nevt thought was, that he must 
supply himself with a t>o>v This ht speedily purchased at the 
most fashionable bowyer's and of the best material and make. 
It was of ivory, trimmed with pink ribbon, and the cord of 
Silk, An elegant quiver, beautifully p unted and embroidered, 
was slung across his back, with a dozen of the finest arrows. 
Upped with sted of Damascus formed of the branches of the 
famous Upis-trce of Java, and feathered with the wings of the 
Ortolan These purchases being completed (together with that 
of a knapsack dressing ease change, &c ) our young adven 
turer asked where was the liosttl at which the archers were 
wont to assemble ’ ind bung infoimed tint it was at the sign 
of the "Goldtn Stig, ' hied him to that house of entertain- 
ment, where by c tiling for qu intitiu, of liquor ind beer, he 
speedily made the acquimtance and acquired the goodwill of 
a company of his future comrades, who h ippened to be sitting 
in the coffee room 

After they had eaten and drunken for all, Otto said, ad 
dressing them, hen go yc forth, gintlcs? 1 am a stranger 
here, bound as you to the archery meeting of Duke Adplf An 
ye will admit a youth into your company, twill gladden me 
(xpon m> lonely way > 

The archers rc plied, ‘ ' You set in so young and joll> , and you 
Spend your gold so very like a gentleman, that we'll receive 
you m our band with pleasure Be ready l&rjvc stirt at half- 
past two! At that hour according! v the whole joyous com* 
pony prepared to movt , and Olio not a little increased his 
popularity among them by stt pping out and having a conference 
With the landlord, which caused the latter to come into the 
room where the archu were assembled previous to departure, 
and to say " Gentlemen, tht bill is settled * — words never 
ungrateful to an arched yet no marry, nor to a man of any 
other calling that I wot of 

They marched joyously for several leagues singing and 
joking, and telling of a thousand feats of love and chase and 
War* While thus engaged, some one remarked to Otto, that 

12 
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be was not dressed in tbe regular uniform, having lo feathers 
in hu» hat 

“ I dare say I will find a feathc r ” said the lad, smilmg. * 

Then another gibed because hts bow was new 

“Set that you can use your old one as well. Master Wolf 
gang, ’ said the undisturbed youth Mis answers, his beating, 
his generosity, his lx auty and his wit, inspired all his new 
toxophilitc friends with interest and curiosity, and they longed 
to see whether his skill with tht bow corresponded with their 
secret sympathies for him 

An occasion for manifesting this skill dirt not fail to present 
itself soon - as indeed it seldom does to such i hero of romance 
is joung Otto wis Tate seems to w nth over such events 
occur to them just m tht nick of tutu , they rescue virgins just 
as ogres ire on the point of devouring th< m , tht v manage to 
be present at Court and intr rioting ceremonies and to see 
the most interesting people at the most mtt resting moment, 
directly an adventure is neccssiry for them, that adventure 
occurs and I, for my pirt, havi often wondered with delight 
(and never could pcnctnte the mystery of the subject) at the 
way in which ihit humblest of romance heroes Signor Clown* 
when he wants anything in the I’lntomime straightway finds 
it to his hind How is it that, — suppose he wishes to dress 
himself up like i worn in for instance, that rnrnutt a coatbeaver 
walks in with <a shovel hat that answers for a Ixuinet at the 
very mxt instant a butcher s lad pissing with i string of sausages 
and a bundle of bl ulders unconsciously helps M istcr Clown to 
a m ekl ice and a toumuif , and so on through the whole toilet* 
Depend upon it there is something we do not wot of tn that 
mysterious o\prc< nag of circumstances by great individual*, 
that apt and wondrous conjuncture of the Hour and tht Man , 
and so for my part when I heard the above remark of one of 
the \rchers tint Otto had never a feather m his bonnet, I feft 
sure that a htron would spring up m the next sentence to supply 
him with in * u*retU 

And such indeed w is the fact rising out of a morass by 
which the archers were passing a gallant heron, arching hi* 
neck swelling his crest phung his legs tiehind him, and his 
btak and red eve's against the wind, rose slowly and offered 
the fairest mark in the world 

“Shoot, Otto,” said one of the archers " You would apt 
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shoot just now at a crow because it was a foul bird, nor at a 
diawk because it was a noble bird , bring us down yon heron « 
H flies slowly ” 

But Otto was busy that moment tying his shoestring, and 
Rudolf, tie thud best of the archers shot at the bird and 
missed it. 

"Shoot, Otto,' said Wolfgang i youth who had token a 
liking to the voung arclu r " the bird is getting further and 
further ' 

But Otto was busy that moment whittling a willow twig 
he bad just cut Max, the seeond best archer, shot and 
missed. 

11 *1 hen,” said Wolfgang I must tr> mystlf a plague on 
you, young springald, you lnvt lost i nobk eh nice 1 ' 

Wolfgang prepired himself with all lus cirt, ind shot at 
the bird * It is out of distant t sud he uid a murrain 
on the bird 1 * 

Otto, who by this time hid done whittling his willow stick 
(having carved a c ipitil c me iture of W olfg u»g ui>on it) flung 
the twig down and said coielessly Out ol d stanec 1 Pshaw 1 
We have two minutes yet and f< 11 to iskmg nddlt s .end 
cutting jokes, to thi which noni of tl« ireturs listened, 
as thev were all engaged, their noses in an, watching the 
retreating bird 

"Where shall I hit him > sud Otto 

'Go to/ said Rudolf 1 thou eanst sec no limb of him 
be is no bigger than a flea " 

"Here goes for his right eye 1 said Otto, ind supping 
forward in the laighsh manner (which his podl tthcr basing 
learnt in Palestine had taught him) hc^bftughi his bow- 
string to his car, took a good ami allowing for the wind, 
and calculating the parabola to a meet) W buz » hiv arrow 
went oft 

He took up the willow twig again and began carving a 
head Of Rudolf at the other end, chatting and laughing, and 
Aingmg a ballad the whiU 

The archers, after standing a long time looking skywards 
with their noses m the air, at last brought them down from 
the perpendicular to the horizontal position, and said, " Pooh, 
this lad is a humbug 1 The arrow s lost , let s go 1 
* cncd Otto, laughing A speck was seen rapidly 
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descending from ihc heaicns , it grew to be as big As a 
crown piece, the n ns i partridge, then as a tea kettle, an^i 
flop 1 down fell a m igmficcnt heron to the ground, floonng 
poor Max in its fill 

"'lake the arrow out of his eye, Wolfgang/'* said Otto, 
without looking at tin. bird "wipe it and put it back into 
tny qumr ' 

Tht arrow mdu.il was there having penetrated right through 
the pupil 

"Art you in U igue with IVr Freischiitz ? " said Rudolf, 
quite ima/i <1 

Otto Imghmgly whittled thi ' Iluntsmuaa Chorus” and 
said, "No, ni> friend It was a lucky shot only a lucky 
shot I was taught shooting look >ou, in tht fishion of 
me rry Fngland w he rt the arclii rs in arthi r*» indi ed 

And so hi cut of! tht heron s w mg for i plume for his hat , 
and tht art hr rs walked on, much amazed, and saying, "What 
a wonderful tountiy that merry fcngland inu^t be 1 ' 

I ur from ft t ling any en\y at thur comrade s success, the 
jolly art hers it cognised his supcnonty w r ith pleasure, and 
Wolfgang and Rudolf esptuallv held out thur hands to the 
younkir, and besought the honour of Ins friendship They 
continual thur walk all clay and whin night fell made choice 
of a good hostel you may 1*. sun whire over beer, punch, 
chimpagn* and tviry luxury they drink to the health of 
the Duke of Clcvt s, md indeed each others healths ill 
round Next day they resumed thur march, and continued 
it without interruption except to tike in i supply of victuals 
here and then (and it w is* found on thisc occasions that 
Otto young * Ft* w is, could cat four times as much os the 
oldest arthu present md drink to correspond), and these 
com imu d refreshments having given them more than ordinary 
strength they determined on making rather a long march of 
it and did not halt till after nightfall it the gates of the 
littk town of Windte k 

W hat w is to lx done ? the town gates were shut " Is them 
no hostel no castle where we can sleep?" asked Otto ofjthe 
sentinel it tin gate "I am so hungry that in lack of better 
foo 1 I think 1 could eat my grandmamma 

The sentinel laughed at this hyperbolical expression of 
hunger, and said, 1 You had best go sleep at the Castle ’of 
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Wtndeck ybnder , “ adding* with a peculiarly knowing look, 
“ Nobgxfy will disturb you there " 

*At that moment the moon broke out from 1 cloud, and 
showed on a InP hard by a castle indeed— but the skeleton of 
a castle. The roof was gone the windows were demanded, 
the towers ^ere tumbling, and the cold moonlight pierced it 
through and through One end of the building was however, 
still covered 111 ind 'stood look ng still mon fi owning v 1st, 
and gloomy cicn than the oth< r part of tht edifies 

** ihere is a lodging ccnunly said Otto to the sentinel, 
Who pointed towards the ciullc with his b 11 Ur in, “but tell 
me, good fellow, whit arc we to do for a supp< r?* 

"Oh, the castcllm of VVmdtck will rntutain yon ** said the 
man-at-arms with igrin, and marchtd up the unbr isurt , the 
While the archers taking council vnong thuusch's, debated 
whether or not the) should take, up tht ir cju irt< rs in tin gloomy 
and deserted edifice 

M We shall gtt nothing tut in owl fo»- stipptr there said 
young Otto M in y, 1 ids let us storm ih< town , v e are 
thirty gallant fellows, and I have heird the girrison is not 
more than three hundred liul tlu n_st of the party thought 
such a way of getting supper was not a vuv chr ip 011c, and, 
grovelling hnascs pnfmred rither to Jeep ignobly and without 
victuals, than dire the assault with Otto, and die, or conquer 
something comfortable 

One and all then mule their way tow irds tht castle They 
entered its vast and silt nt h ills frightening the owls and bats 
that fled before them with hide oils hootmgs and flappings of 
wings, and passing by a multiplicity of mouldy stairs, duuk 
reeking roofs, and rickety corridors at list 141^ to m ipaii- 
ment which, dismal ind dism mtlcd is it w is npptmd to be 
in rather better condition than tht nughbounng clnnilicrs, and 
they therefore selected 11 as ther place of rest for the night 
They then tossed up which should mount gu ird Ihi fiist two 
hours of watch fell to Otto who was tu \y succeed* d by his 
yoting though humble r riend Wulfging , and accordmg’y the 
Childc of Godesbtrg drawing his dirk, l>egan to pace upon 
his weary round, whik his comrades by sanous gradations of 
snoring, told how profoundly they slept, spite of thur lack of 
supper 

"tts needless to say what were the thoughts of the noble 
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Cbildc as he performed his two hours' watch , what gushing 
memories poured into his full soul , what M sweet and bitter H 
recollet tions of home inspired his throbbing heart; and whtft 
nunlv Aspirations after feme buoyul him up "Youth fit ever 
confide nt,‘ says the bird 1 1 appy happy season ! 1 be moonlit 

hours passed by on silwr wings the twinkling SUtrs looked 
fntmllv down ujjom him (Unfitting in their youthful seatutel, 
sound slept the v dorous tovopbthus, as up and down, and 
there and lxu k igun m uchtd on the noble Childe At length 
his rape iter told him much to hi? sttisfiction, that it woshfitf 
pa*4 eleven, tin hour wh«n his w itch was to erase! 
giving a pi tvful kick to Uk lumNrmj, Wolfgang, that gpod- 
humouifd Allow sprung up from his I nr, and, drawfa£>$is 
sword prom d< d to rdu*< OU« 

1 hi 1 itti r I ud him dow n Cm warmth s sake on the very spot 
winch his lomruli had kft ind ft»r some tunc could not ^ccp 
Rcditus and vision*- thin Ik g*ui to mingle in his mind till he 
scant knew which w\> wind) Ik dortd fora minute, then 
hr woki with i ‘dirt, thin h« mnt off .again, then woke up 
again In ont of the si hilf ski ping moments he thought he 
saw a figuia is of i worn in in white gliding into the room, and 
beckoning Wolf » mg from it lie looked again Wolfgang 
was gon< \t that moment twelve o clock clanged from the 
town, uul Otto started up 


GUAF1LR I\ 

1 # 7 hr Lady of Hindetk 

As tlu lull with non tongue callul midnight, Wolfgang the 
Arc hi r punig on his witch be In Id 1* fort him a pale female 
figure fk did not know whence she came but there suddenly 
she stood ties* to him Her blue clear glassy eyes were fixed 
upon lum 1 i r form w is of f mltlc&s beauty , her f ice pale as 
the marble oi tin, fairv statu* in vet the sculptor’s love had 
given it hk \ snuk pHyed upon her features hut it was no 
watmer th in tlu k flee non of a moonbeam on a lake t and yet 
it was wondrous beautiful A fascination stole over the senses 
of young Wolfgang Ik stared at the lovely apparition with 
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Sited eyes end distended jaws She looked it hun with ineffable 
archness. She lifted one licautifuHy rounded alabaster arm, 
*and made a sign as if to beckon him towards her Did Wolf 
gang— the young and lusty Wolfgang— follow > Ask the iron 
whether it follows the magnet?— ask the jxwitcr whether it 
pursues file partridge through tlic stubble ask the youth 
whether the loll) pop shop doi-s not attract him > Wolfgang 
thd follow unique door opened, as if by magic Iherc 

was no light, and yet they saw quite pi tin , they passed through 
the Innumerable ancient chambers, \nd yet tiny did not wake 
any of the owls and Inis roosting tlurt Wt know not through 
how many ipartimnts the young couple pissed but at lost 
they came to om where c feist w is pr« pared, and on an 
antique taole eoveud with massive sil\<r, covers wue laid for 
two The Lidy took her ploi i it one tnd of the tilde, and 
with her sweekst nod Ixtkoncd Wolfgang to the other stit 
He took it I lie t ihle wis sin ill md thtir knees mtt 
He felt as cold in his legs is it h« wen km 1 ling agunst an 
me wcl) 

"Gallant archer, said she "you must Ik. hungry liter youi 
days march What supjxr will you h\u ? Shill it Ini a 
delicate lobster sal id * or 1 dish of i U g mt trijn and onions * 
©r a slice of boai s he id md u ufiles ^ or 1 Wilsh r dibit d la 
cave au cidte t or 1 lx t fstc \k and sh allot * or a couple Of 
regions d Ij brwhitle* Sp<ak brave bowyir you hive but 
to ordi r 

As there was nothing on the table but a cow red silver dish, 
'Wolfgang thought that the 1 idy who proposed sue la 1 multi- 
plicity of dchcuics to him wo* only laughing it him so be 
determined to try hi r with something cxtiyjui^ rw 

"Tair Princess h» sud ' I should hki vT > much a pork 
chop and some mashed potato* s 

She lifted thi covu iht rt was such 1 j>ork chop is Simpson 
never served, with 1 dish of mashid potitois that would have 
formed at least six portions m out degenerate days in Rupert 
Street 

When he had helped himself to thisi delicacies the lady 
put the cover on the dish again, and w itched him eating with 
interest He was for some time too much occupied with hi* 
Own food to remark that his con pamon did not cat a morsel , 
last tug as it was, his chop was soon gone, the shining silver 
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of hiH plate was scraped quite dean with his kmfe, and* heaving 
a great sigh, he confessed a humble desire for something to 
dnnk 1 

" Call for what you likr*, sweet sir/ 1 said the ladv, lifting up 
a silver filigree bottle, with an india rubber cork, ornamented 
with gold * 

" Then, * said Master Wolfgang— for the fellow's tastes were, 
in sooth, very huinbk — ' I call for half and half* According 
to hit wish a pint of ih it delicious be vr rage was poured from 
the bottle, foaming, into his beokt r 

Having emptied this at a draught and declared that on Jus 
conscience it w is the lx st tup hv <.vir kn» w m his life the young 
man felt his ipj* tite renewed , and it is impossible to say how 
many difltrent didiis hi called for Only * nchantment, he 
wis afurwtrcls In ir<l to declare (though none of his friends 
believed him), could have given him the appuite ht possessed 
on that cxtraonlmiry night He called for anothei pork 
chop and potatoes, then for pickled salmon, then ht thought 
hr would try a devilled turkey wing “1 adore the devil/* 
said ht 

“So do I,' snd the pile ltd) with unwonted animation, 
and the dish was served straight* ty It was succeeded by 
black puddings, tripe toasted cluesc, and— what was most 
remarkable - evtry one of tlu dishes wluth he desired cimcfrora 
under the snrm silver cover which circumstance when he had 
partaken of alxmt fourteen different arucks, he begin to find 
rather mysterious 

'Oh, snd tin pik hdv withisnuk "the nnsterv is easily 
accounted for the srrv ints ht nr you, and the kitchen is belou* 1 
But this did not recount for the manner in which more half and 
hilf, bitter ale fnirkh (both gm and rum) and even oil and 
vinegar, which lu took with cucumber to hi* silmon, came out 
of tht self same bottle from winch the 1 iriy hid first poured out 
his pint of h df and h ilf 

41 There, are more things in heaven and tarih, Voracio, <aid 
his arch cnti rtum r, w he n he put this question to her, " than are 
dreamt of m vour philosoph) 1 md, sooth to say, the archer 
was by this tunc in such a state, that he did not find anything 
wonderful more 

' Are you happv dear vouth ? *’ said the lady , as, after Ms 
collation, ht sank back in his chair. 
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‘'0b mbs, ain't 1 1 " was his interrogative and yet affirmative 
reply. 

* “Should you like such a supper every night, Wolfgang?” 
continued the pale cue 

M Why, no,” said he , “ no, not exactly , not every night 
seme nights I should like oysters. 1 

“Dear youth, said she, “be but mine, and you may have 
them all the year round 1 1 he unhappy boy was too far gone 

to suspect anything, otherwise this extraordinary speech would 
have told him that he was in suspicious company A person 
Who can ofltr oysters all the )ear round can live to no good 
purpose 

'* Shall I smg you a song, dear archer* said the hdy 

** Sweet love 1 M said hr, now much ext ited, 1 strike up and I 
will join the chorus,' 

She took down her mandolin, and commenced a ditty ’Twos 
a sweet and wild one It told how a 1 idy of high hncAge cast 
her eyes on a peasant page , it told how n lught could her love 
assuage, hersmiors wealth and her fathi rs nge it told how 
the youth did his foes engage , and at ltngth ilvy went off in 
the Gretna stage the high Ijom dame and the peasant page 
Wolfgang beat unit, waggltd his head, sung wot fully out of tune 
as the song proceeded , and if he h d not tx < n too intoxicated 
with love and other cxeitinient, he would have remarked how 
the pictures on the wall, as the lady sing began to waggle their 
heads too, and nod and grin to the music Ihf song ended 
M I am the lady of high lint Age Archer, will j ou be the pi asant 
page?” 

“ 1 11 follow vou to the devil » said Wolfgang 

“Come.” replied the lady, glaring wildly on him, “come to 
the chapel , well be married this minute i * 

She held out her hand— Wolfgang took it It was cold, 
damp, —deadly cold , and on thty went to th< chapel 

\s thev passed out, the two p’ttures over the wall, of a gentle 
man and lady, trmped lightly out of thur frames skipped noise 
Icssly down to the gr mnd, and making thr retreating couple a 
profound curtsey and bow, took the places which they had ieft 
lit the table 

Meanwhile the young couple passed on towards the chapel, 
threading innumerable passages and pissing through chambers 
of great extent As they came along, all the portraits on the 
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wall stepped out of their frames to follow them One ancestor, 
of whom there was only a bust, frowned in the greatest rage, 
because, having no legs, his pedestal would not move, and 0 
several sticking plaster profile of the former Lords of Win deck 
looked quite black at bong for similar reasons, compelled to 
jteep their places Howler there was a goodly jfrocession 
formed behind Wolfg mg and hi* bndt , and by the tune they 
reached the chuieli, they hid near a hundred followers 

The church w is spk ndidly illuminated , the old banners of the 
old knights glitter* d as they do at Drury 1 anc T he organ set 
up of itself to play the " Bndt minds Chorus The choir 
chairs w<ri filled with ptople in black 
"form' love sud tlu i>ah hrlv 

" 1 don t stt* the p uson c \elaimed Wolfgang spite of him 
self r ilher al irmed 

"Oh thepuson 1 tints the caoicbt thing m the world 1 I 
say bishop 1 ’ sudtlu lid\ stooping down 
Stooping down - uiJ to what? WThy upon my word and 
honour, to i grt u bi ij.s pi uc on the floor, over w'hieh they 
Wert pissing and on which w is engraven the figure of a bishop 
-and a very ugly bishop too- with crosier and mitre, and 
lifted finger on which sparkhd thf episcopal ring "Do, my 
dear lord, conic tml m irry us said tlu l*d\ witli a levity 
whith shocker 1 tlu fc clings of her budegrtioni 

Xhe bishop got up and dim tit he rose i chan who was 
bleeping under i 1 ugi si itc near him cime bowing and 
crmging up to him wink i canon of the cathedral (whose 
mune was Sdudnischuudi} begin grinning md making fun at 
the pur 'I he urtmonv w is htgun, ind 


As the dock struck twclie, young Otto bounded up, ami 
remarked the ibscnctofhis comp mien Wolfgang The idea 
he hid had tint Ins friend dis lppcarcd in company with a 
white robt cl h uiiih struck him more and more * I will follow 
them * said lie , and c riling to the neat on the watch (old 
Snow>, who was right unwillmg to forego his sleep), be rushed 
away by the door thtough which he h id seen Wolfgang and his 
t* mptiess take tlu ir wn> 

1 hat he did not find them w is not his f lult The castle wits 
tost the chamber dark I here were a thousand doors, add 
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What wonder that, after he had once lost sight of them, the 
intrepid Childc should not be able to follow m thur steps ? As 
might be expected, he took the wrong door, and wondered for 
at least three hours about the dark enormous solitary castle, 
calling out Wolfgang s mine to the careless and indifferent 
ecboelt knocking his young shins against the rums scattered in 
the darkness, hut still with a spirit entirely undaunted, and a 
firm resolution to aid his absent comrade Brave Otto I thy 
exertions were rew irdul at last 1 
For ht lighted at length upon the very apartment where 
Wolfgang had partaken of supper, and where the old couple 
who had been in the picture frames, and turned out to be the 
Yacfys father and mother uerr now sitting at the table 
" Well, Bertha h is got a husbuul at last s ud the lady 
"After waiting four hundred and hfiv thru yurs for one it 
was quite turn said the gi nth man (He w is dressed in 
powdei and i pigtul quite m the old fashion ) 

M The husband is no gnat thing 1 continu'd the lidy, 
taking snuff \ low follow, mv dcir, a butchers son, I 
believe Did von see how the wretch it< it 'upper? To think 
my daughter should ha\t to marry an archti * 

" Thtre tire irche is nnd art hers,’ said the old min "Some 
archers m srnbs a% jour I advship st lit s , f 6mc, on the con- 
trary, are genth men bv bnth at leist though not by breeding 
Witness young Otto the Landgr ivt of Lcxlesbergs son, who 
is listening it the door like a licquty, and whom I intend to 

run through the 

*' Law, Baron 1 ' said the lady 

<# I will, though/ replied the Baron, drawing an immense 
sword, end ghnrg round at Otto, by^ though .at the sight of 
that sword and that scowl 1 less \ dorous youth would have 
token to his heels the undaunu d Childt advanced at once mto 
the apartment lie wore round hii mek a relic of Saint Buffo 
(the tip of the saints ear, which had ban cut off at Constan 
tmople) *‘1* tends! i command you to r» treat 1 * said he, 
holding up this s errd charm, wh eh his numma Iiad fastened 
on him , and at the sight of it, with in unearthly ycU the ghosts 
of the Baron and the Baroness sprang bat k into tht lr picture 
frames, as clown goes through a clock in a pantomime 
He rushed through the open door by which the unlucky 
Wolfgang had passed with his demoniac il bnde, and went on 
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and on through the vast gloomy chambers lighted by the ghastly 
moonshine the noise of the orgin in the chapel, the lights In 
the kaleidoscopic windows, directed him towards that edifice. 
Fie rushed to the door tw is barred * He knocked the 
beadles were deaf He applied his inestimable relic to the lock, 
and— whizz ! crash ! cling ! lung 1 whang I— the g*it£ flew 
open* the organ went off in a fugui —the lights quivered over 
the tapirs, and thrn ami off towirds the celling — the ghosts 
assembled rushed aw ly with a skurry ind a scream— the bride 
howled, and v unshed- the Pit bishop waddled back under his 
brass plate- the df in flounced down into bis family vautt— and 
the canon Schtdnisihimdt, who w is making 1 joke as usual, on 
the bishop w is obhgi cl to stop it the vny point of his epigram, 
and to diSiippi ir into the void whcnc e he < -Tne 
Otto fill funttng at tin fiordi while VVolfging tumbled life- 
ltss down at the ill ir stt ps , ind m this situition the archc rs, 
when theyamvid found the two >011 tils Huy were resusci- 

tated, as we scarce need say but when, in incoherent accents, 
they came to till thur wondrous talc, <ome sceptics among the 
archers said — " Pooh ! thiy were intoxicated 1 ' while others, 
nodding thur older hi ids cvclaimtd — * l hey have seen the 
Lady of Wtndtck '' and rt idled the stories of miny other 
young m*-n t who, invc ighd l>> h« r dt vihsh irts, had not been so 
lucky as Wolfging ind h id discpp* 11 cd - for t ver * 

rim advc lturc Ixmnd Wolfg mg hi 11 1 and soul to his gallant 
preservtr, and the arcln rs- it lxing now morning, and tbe 
cocks crowing lustily touml about— pursued thur way without 
further dcliy to the eisilc of the noble puron of toxophilites, 
tlu gdlant Duke ol Ucvcs 


CH\PTLR X 
Ihe Battle oj the Bcutrun 

ALTHOUGH there l iv an immense numlx r of cast’cs and abbeys 
between Windctk md (\ui for cv< ry one of which the guide- 
books have a kg< nd and a ghost who might, with the com- 
monest stretch of mgcnuitv tie nude to waylay our adventurers 
on the road, let as the journey would be thus almost inter- 
minable, let us cut it short by sa>ing that the travellers reached 
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CfcVeS without any further accident, and found the place 
thronged with visitors for the meeting next day 

Arid here it would be easy to describe the oompany which 
arrived, and make display of antiquarian lore Now we would 
represent a cavalcade of knights arriving, with their pages 
carrying their shining helms of gold, and the stout esquires, 
bearers of lance and burner \non would arrivi a fat abbot 
on his ambling pad surrounded bv the white robed companions 
of his convent litre should come the gleerncn and jongleurs, 
the minstrels tht mountebanks, the pirti coloured gipsies, the 
dark c>cd, nut brown /lgiumrinnen , thin a troop of peasants 
chanting Rhine songs uul It ading in their ox drawn carts the 
pench«chetked girls from tht vine lands Next we would depict 
tht litters bhzontd with armorial firings from between the 
broidtred curt uns of whith pet p< d out tht swan like necks and 
the haughty fires of tht blonde lulus of the tastlex But for 
these descriptions w< ha\c not spite , md tht rt idtr is referred 
to the at count of the tounnment in tht ingenious novel of 
' Ivanhoe, where the above ph< nomona arc described at length 
Suffice it to say th it Otto inti his companions arrived at the 
town of Clevcs and hastening to aho«kl rcjmsid themselves 
after the days march, and pit pared the m for th< encounter of 
the morrow 

I hat morrow came •wl as tht sports wcri to b( gin early. 
Otto and his romrwks hisUmd to the field, aritud with their 
best bows and urows >ou may Ikj sure and cigc r to distinguish 
thtmselvcs, aswtre the multitude of other an hers assembled 
They wert from ill n< ighhouring countries— crowds of JLnghsh, 
as )ou may fancy imu d with Murriy s Giiult looks, troops of 
chattering Irene hnwn, I rankfort J< wsj^'t^roulettr Cables, and 
Tyrolese, with glovi » and trinkas — ill hud towards the held 
where tht butts wire si t up and tht archt r> proem c was to lie 
held The C hildt and his brother in.hr rs were, it need not be 
said early on the ground 

But wh it words of nun* landr^rdx tht joung gentlemans 
emotion when f (ceded l>y a bind of trunqxb, bagplpt*, 
ophicieides and oih< r wind m aruments, the Prince of Clevis 
appeared with tht IVmccss Helen his daughter? And ah l 
what expressions of my humble puicm do justice to the beauty 
of that young lady? Toney ex cry charm which decorates the 
person, every virtue which ornaments the mind, every accom- 
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plishment which renders chirming mind and charming person 
doubly charming, and then \oix Mill have but a faint and feeble 
idea of the beauties of Her Highness the Prmcesa Helen 
Kincy a complexion sui h ns they say (I know not with what 
justice) Rowland s Kalydor imparts to the users of Chit cosmetic, 
fancy tt c th to which orient pearls are like Wall send c oafs , eyes, 
which were so blut tender, and bright, that while they ran you 
through with the ir lustre th< y he ik d >ou w ith tlu ir kindness , 
a neck and w ust so rwishmgly sUncUr mil graceful that the 
bast thu is sud about tin rn the bitter , 1 foot which fell upon 
the flowers no he wer thin a dewdrop— and this charming 
person stt off hy th* most clcgiut toilet thil ever milliner 
di vised 1 The lovely Helms hnr (v\l ,in was as btuk as the 
finest \arnish for boots) was so king t’ut it w ls borne on a 
cushion sevt 1 d > inis lx hind her by th* in udens of her tram , 
and a h it si t oft with mo s roses sunflowers, bugles birds of- 
pirulisi, gold lice and p nk nbbon gave hir a distingv/ AVt 
which would nave set the editor of the Morning Post mid with 
lose 

It hul exactly the same eflfcLt upon the noble Childe of 
Godesbtrg, as Uaning on his ivory bow, with his kgs crossed, 
he stood and gmd on lur, as C upid gizod on Psyche Their 
eyes met it w ls ill over with lx>th of them A blush came 
*u one and the same nunut* budding to the cheek of either 
A simultaneous throb be it in those young lie ait-. I "They loved 
etch other foi tvei fiom tint instml Utto still stood cross 
legged, enraptured liming on his ivorv bow, but Helen, 
exiling to a ttiudtn for her |>oeket handkerchief, blew her 
La dutiful Grecian nose in order to hid* her agintion Bless 
ve bless \e, 1 am ol«l now lait not so old but 

that I kindle it the idle of love Theresa MxcWhirter too has 
lived and loved Hugho 1 

Who is yon chuf that stands behind the truck whereon are 
seated the Princess xnd the stout old lord he r father? Who 1$ 
he whose hair is of the carroty hue— w hose eyes across a SQubby 
bunch of a nose arc perpetually scowling at each other, who 
has a hump back, and a hideous mouth surrounded with bristles, 
md crammed full of jutting yellow odious teeth > Although ha 
wears a sky blue doublet Liced with silver, it only serves to 
render his vulgar punchv figure doubly ridiculous , although his 
nether garment is of salmon-toloured velvet, it only draws die 
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smm attention to bis legs, wpich are disgustingly crooked and 
bandy A rose coloured bat, with towering pea green ovtneh- 
* plumes, looks absurd on his bull-head , and though it is time of 
peace, the wretch is armed with a multiplicity of daggers, knives, 
vftteghans, dirks, sabres, and scimitars, which testify his truculent 
and bloody disposition Tis the terrible Rowski dc Donncrbhtz, 
Margrave of Lulenschreckcnstem Report says he is a suitor 
for the hand of the lovely Helen He addresses various speeches 

of gallantry to her, and grms hideously as he thrusts his disgust- 
ing head over her lily shoulder. Hut she turns away from him 1 
turns and shudders— ay, as she would at a black dose 1 

Otto stands gazing still, and leaning on his lx>w 11 What is 
the prize ? asks one archer of another 1 here are two prizes — 
a velvet cap, embroidered by the hand of the I*uncoss, and a 
chain of massive gold, of enormous v ilui Doth lie <jn cushions 
before her 

11 1 know which I shall choose when I win the firvt prize,' says 
a swarthy, savage and bandy hgged archer who bear-, the owl 
gules on a black shield the cognisance of the I*ord Rowski de 
Donntrbht? 

44 Which, fellow?' says Otto, turning fiercely upon him 

"The chain, to £e sun 1 sa>s the It ering areht r " You do 
not suppose 1 am such a flat as to choos< that velvet gimcrack 
there?' Qtto laughed in scorn, and began to prepare his bow 
The trumpets sounding proci limed that the sports were about to 
commence 

Is it necessary to describe them ? No that has already been 
done m the novtl of “ Ivanhoe ' before mentioned Kmcy the 
archers clad in l mcoln green, all corning forward m turn, and 
firing at the targets Some hit, sonu those th u missed 

were fain to retire amidst the jt t rs of the multitudinous spectators 
Those that hit began new trials of skill , but it was easy to see, 
from the first, that the battle lay between Squintoff (the Rowski 
archer) and the young hero with the golden hair *nd the ivory 
how hquuitafts fame as a marksman was known throughout 
Europe, but who ww his >oung competitor? Ahf there was 
pne heart m the assembly that beat most anxiously to know 
Twas Helen's 

The crowning trial arrived The bull s eye of the target, set 
Up at three quarters of a mile distance from the archers, was so 
small, that it required a ve-> clever man indeed to see, much more 
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to bit it , and as Squintoff was selecting his arrow for the final tftal, 
the Rowski flung a purse of gold towards bis archer, saying— 
" Squintoff, on ye win the prize, the purse is thine " "I may as* 
well pocket it at once, vour honour/’ said the bowman, with a 
sneer it Otto " ' Ibis voung chick, who has been lucky as yet, 
will hardly hit such a mark as that ' And, taking 1 his aim, 
Squintoff discharged his> arrow right into the very middle Of the 
bull s eye 

44 Can you mind that, young spnngald ?' said he, as a shoot 
rent the. air at his success, as lldten turned pale to tlunk that UiO 
champion of her sec re t heart was liktly to be overcome, and as 
Squintoff pocketing the kowski s moniy, turned to the noble boy 
of God* iberg 

“ Has anybody got a pea?" asked the lad Everybody 
laughed at his droll request , and an old woman, who was 
selling p&rridge in the crowd, handed him tht vegetable which 
he dem tnded It was a dry and yellow pea. Otto, sti ppmg op 
to the target causal Squintoft to extract bis arrow from the 
bulls eyt, and placed in the orifice made by the steel point of 
the shaft, the pi a whieh he had received from the old woman 
He then came b u k to his place As he prepared to shoot, Helen 
was so overcome by emotion, that twos thought she would have 
fainted Natr, never had she seen a being so beautiful as the 
young hi ro now before her 

He looked ilmost divine He flung back his long clusters of 
hair ftom his bnght eyes and tall forehead , the blush of health 
mantled on hts cheek, from which the birbcrs weapon had 
never shorn the down lie took his bow, and one of his most 
elegant arrows and poising himself lightly on his right leg, he 
flung himself forw u<J Raising his left leg on i level with his ear 
He looked hkt Apollo, as he stood balancing himself there 
lie disi hargtd his dart from the thrumming bowstring it clove 
tht blue ur- whizz ! 

" He ha* \ pht (fu pea / said the Princess, and fainted The 
Rowski with one rye, huiled an indignant T ook at the boy, 
while with the other he kvtlled (if aught so crooked can be said 
to level iny thing) i furious glance at his archer 

The archer swore a sulky oath "He is the better maul” 
said he " I suppose, young chip you take the gold chain?'* 

"The gold chain 1 said Otto 41 Prefer a gold chain to a 
cvp worked by tliat august hand? Never! * And advancing 
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to the Moony where the Princess, who now came to herself, 
was sitting, be kneeled down before her, and received the velvet 
•cap , which* blushing as scarlet as the cap itself, the Princess 
Helen placed on his golden ringlets Once more their eyes met 
—their hearts thrilled They had never spoken, but they knew 
they lov«8 each other for ever 

44 Wilt thou take service with the Rowski of Donncrbhtr ? 
said that individual to the youth "Thou shah lx. captain of 
my archers in place of yon blundering nincompoop, whohi thou 
hast overcome ' * 

44 Yon blundering nincompoop is a skilful and gallant archer," 
replied Otto haughtily, 1 and I will not take wry ice with the 
Rowski of Donncrbhtz * 

**WiIt thou enter the household of the Prince of Clevcs?" 
mid the father of Helen laughing and not a little amused at 
the haughtiness of the humble archer 

44 1 would die for the Duke of Clevcs and ku faintly ' said 
Otto, bowing low lit laid 1 particular and 1 tender emphasis 
oh the word fimily Hck n knew what he meant She was the 
family In fact, her mother was no more and her pipa had no 
other offspring 

4 * What is thy name good fellow said the Prince, 14 that my 
steward may enrol thee > 

44 Sir,” said Otto again blushing 4 I am Otto the Akchfr ' 


CHAPTER M 
Tbt Martyr of Lo^ * 

THE archers who had travelhd in compmy with young Otto, 
gave a handsome dinner in compliment to the success of our 
beto , at which bis fnend distinguish* d hunst If is usual in tljc 
eating and drinking department Squintuff, the Rowski bow* 
man, declined to attc id , so great was the c nvy of the brute at 
the youthful hero’s superiority As for Otto himself he sat on 
the right hand of the chairman , but it was remarked that he 
could not eat Gentle reader of my page 1 thou knowest why 
full well He was too much m love to have any npp< tite , for 
though I myself, when labouring under that passion, never 
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found my consumption of victuals diminish, yet remember our 
Otto was a hero of romance, and they never are hungry when 
they're in love 1 

Fhe next day, the young gentleman proceeded to enrol him- 
self in the corps of Archers of the Pnnce of Cleves, and with 
him came his attached squue who vowed he never vroold leave 
him As Otto threw aside his own elegant dress, and donned 
the livqry of the lioust of C lives, the noble Cbildc sighed not a 
little ’ rwas a spit ndtd uniform tis true, but still it was a 
livery, and one of his proud spirit ill bears another s cognisances, 
“llity art the colours of the Princess, however/ said b#V 
consoling himself, ‘ ind what sufFi ring would I not undergo 
for htr f As for Wolfgang ihi squirt it may well be supposed 
that the good natured low born fellow had no such scruples, 
but he was glad enough to cschangi for the pink hose, the 
yellow jacket the pengrun cloak and onng* tawny hat with 
which the Dukes steward supplied him, the homely patched 
doublet of green which he h id worn for yt irs past 

' I ook at von two archtrs, said the Prince of (. Icves to his 
guest the Rowski of Donncrbhu as they were strolling on the 
batik mans after dinner smoking their cigars as usual His 
Highness pointtd to our two voung fnends, who were mounting 
guard for th< hrst time "bee yon two bow men —mark their 
bearing 1 Om is thf youth w ho lx it thv Squmtoft, and t other, 
an I mistake not won the third prize it the butts Both wear 
the aamt uniform the colours ol my house - yet would&t not 
swtar that the one was but a chuil and the other a noble 
gentle mm? ’ 

M Which looks like the nobleman > said the Rowski, as 
black as thundery 

•• Whuht why, young Otto to be sure said the Princess 
Helen eagerly The young lady wis following the pair, but 
under pretence of disliking the odour of the cigar, she had 
refused the Rowski s proffered ami, and was loitering behind 
with htr p irasol 

Her interposition in favour of her young proUgi only* made 
the bl ick and jealous Rowski more ill humoured ' How long 
is it, far Prime of < leves ’ said he, 11 that the churls who wear 
your livery permit themselves to wear the ornaments of noble 
knights? \N ho but ft noble dare wear ringlets such as yon 
sprmgild's? Ho, archer! ' roared he, "come hither, {fetfew/’ 
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And Otto Hood Worn bmt As he came, and presenting aims 
Mood respectfully before the Prince and his savage guest, he 
looked for one moment at the lovely Htkn -their eyes met, 
their hearts beat simultaneously and, quick, two little blushes 
appeared in the check of cither 1 ha\c seen one ship at sea 
answering another's signal so 

While they are so regird mg each other let us just remind 
our readers of the great estimation in which the hair was held 
in the lvorth Only nobles* were pmnitted to weai it long 
When n man disgraced bimstlf, a shnwng w is sure to follow 
Penalties were inflicted upon villuns or vassals who spornxi 
rmglets See the w orks of Aurelius 1 onsor , Ihrsutus de Nobi 
luate Capilhn , RoUndus dc Olco M icassari , N. bn unhurt, 
Fnfcirischr AltcrthumskuiuU , &c 

M We must have those, ringlets of thine cut good fellow, ' said 
the Duki of tleus good naturally but w idling to spare the 
feelings of his gallant recruit 4 lis igum&i the rcgul ltion cut 
of m> archer guard 

4 Cut off my hair * cru d Otto ironised 

"Ay, and Ihme t irs w th it yokel roan d Doom rblit/ 

“ Peace, noble Fultnsch reckon s>tnn said the Duke with dig- 
nity ** let the Puk< of C leves dc il , s he will with his own intn 
at-arms And >ou young sn, unloose the grip of thy dagger * 
Otto, indeed, had coiivulsav* lv grisped Ins snuktrsme, with 
intent to plunge it into the hcirt of the Row ski , but his politer 
feelings overcame him 4 1 he C ount need not ftar, my I>ord ’ 
said he * a lady is present And he took off his orange t tw ny 
Cap and bowed low Ah 1 whit a pang shot through the heart 
qf Helen, as she thought that those lostly ringlets must be shorn 
feom that beautiful head 1 # 

Otto's mind was, too ui commotion His fu lings as a 
gentleman— let us add his pride as a man — fo* who is not, let 
tiS&sk, proud of a good head of hair ■'—waged war within his 
acral He expostulated with the Pnnci “ It was n< ver in my 
contemplation,' he said on taking strvic* , to undergo the 
Operation of hair-cutting 

M Thou art free to go or stay Sr Archer,* said the Prince 
pettishly "L will hast no churls imitating nohlemcn in my 
fcfetoce I will bandy no conditions with archer* of my guard M 
** My resolve is taken * said Otto, irritated too in his turn, 
u I Witt ” 
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" What ? M cned Helen, breathless with intense agitation 
" I will stay" answered Oito The poor girl almost tainted 
with joy The Rowski frowned with demoniac fury, and 
grinding his teeth and tuning in the horrible Gentian jargon, 
stalked away So be it ’ said the Pnnct of Cleves taking his 
daughter’s arm— "and hert comes Smpwiu, my bSrber, who 
shall do the business for > ou ” W ith this the Prince too moved 
on, feeling in his hi art not a litth eonipission for the Ud 4 for 
Adolf of <^lrus hid bun htndsome in his youth, and distil) 
gutshed for tht omiment of which hi was now depriving his 
archi r 

Smpwit/ lid tht poor lid mto a side room, and there— m 
a word operate d upon him 1 he pnM« n curls -fair curls that 
his mother had so ofti n pi ivtd wi‘h »- Ml under the shears 
and round thi lads knees until hi looked is if he was sitting 
in a b ith of sunU ims 

Whin thi frightful 'let had Ik in performed Otto, who 
entered thi little, clumber in the towtr ringleted like Apollo, 
issued from it ns croppt d as a ch inty boy 
See how mil unholy he looks now that the operation is over* 
-And no wonchr He was thinking what would be Helen’s 
opinion of him now th it one of his chief personal ornaments 
w is poni f W ill shi know nu ? ' thought he , " will she love 
mi ifu r this hideous inutil it ion * ' 

\ieldmg to these gloomy thoughts and, indeed, rather tin- 
willing to b» sun by bis comrades now that he. was so dts- 
figurtd tht young gentle in m hid hidden him** If behind one 
of the buttnssis of tlu wall, a prey to n itural despondency* 
when he saw somotl mg which instantly r« stored him to good 
spirits He siwy^c Jo\ely lb len coming towards the chamber 
where th< odious birbtr had perfbimcd upon him — coming 
forward timidly looking round her anxiously, blushing with 
delightful ugit ltion and picsently seeing, as she thought, the 
roast ilnr she entered the apartment She stooped down, 
and ih 1 wh it w is Otto s jav when he saw her pick up a beauts* 
ful golden lock of his hair pnss it to her lip, and thenhidO it 
m her bosom f No carnation tier blushed so redly as Helen 
did when she came out after ptrfomung this feat Then shO 
hurried straightway to her o\n lpirtments m the castle, and 
Otto, whose first impulse w as to come out from bis hiding? place, 
and falling at her feet, call heaven and earth to witness to hi* 
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passion, with difficulty restrained his feelings and let her pass 
but the tove-stneken young hero was so delighted with this 
indent proof of reciprocated attachment, that all regret at 
losing his ringlets at once left him, and he vowed he would 
sacrifice not only his hair, but his head, if need were , to do her 
service * 

That very afternoon, no small bustle and conversation took 
place m the castle on account of the sudden deputure of the 
Rowski of bulenschrcckcnsttin, with all his tfim and equipage 
He went away in the grcitcSt wrath, it was said after a long 
and loud conversation with the Prince. As that potentate 
conducted his guest to the gate, walking mtlur dtmurdy and 
shamefaced!) by his side, as he gathered his attendants in the 
court, and there mounted his charger, the Row ski ordered bis 
truplpets to sound, uid scornfully fiung a largesse of gold 
among the servitors ind men at uuis of the House of ( levcs, 
Who were marshalled in tht court I nrcwell, Sir Prince " 
said ht to his host ' 1 quit you now suddenly ( but remember 
it is not my last vi-nt to tin Casth of Clives And ordering 
hi$ band to play *' Si t the Conquering Ht ro eornts ’ he clattered 
away through th< drawbridge Tht Princess Helen was not 
present at his departure , md the vcmribl* Prince of CJtves 
looked rather mood) md chapfalh 11 when Ins guest left him 
He visited all the castle d< fences pretty accurately thit night, 
and inquired of his uthcers the siit< of the ammunition, pro- 
visions, Ac He said nothing , but the Princess Helen s maid 
did and everybody kmw thit the Rowski had nude bis 
proposals, had betn rejected, ind gat ng up in a violent fury, 
had called foi his peoplt , ind sworn b> his gr< at gods that he 
would not enter the cisth agun until tu£pd« over the brach, 
lance in band, the conqueror of C levcs and all belonging to it 

No little constcrn ition was sprtad through the garrison at 
the news for everyliodv knew th* Rowski to be one of the 
most intrepid and (powerful soWit rs in all Germany on< of the 
most skilful generals Generous to e vtrav igame to his own 
followers, he was rmhless to the enemy a hundred stones 
were told of the dreadful birbantics overused by hun in several 
towns and castles which he hid captured and sacked And 
poor Helen hid the pain of thinking that m oonsequim c of ht r 
refusal she was dooming all the nun, worn* n, and children of 
the principality to indiscriminate and horrible slaughter 



286 


A LEGEND OF THE RHINE. 


The dreadful surmises regarding a war received in a few days 
dreadful confirmation. It was noon, and the worthy Prince of 
Cleves was taking his dmm r (though the honest warrior bafi 
had little appetite for th it meal for some time past}* when 
trumpets were heard at the gate and presently the herald of 
the Row&kt of Domu rbht/ clad in a t ibard on whidb the sums 
of the Count were bkironcd, <ntired the dining ball, A page 
bore a steel guuntht on a cushion Bleu Sangher had his hat 
on his head Iht Prince of Utves put on hu» own, as the 
h< raid came up to thf chair of st u< w here the sovereign sat 

“Silence ftit Tilt u Sing 1 nr, crud th* Prime gravely "Say 
>our Sir Hci iKl ’ 

In tht nanu of tin. high ind mighty Row*ki, Prince of 
Oonmtblitr Mirgrave of 1 ub nschr* ckenstan fount ofKro- 
temi ild Schnau/ot uli, and Calg< nhiigcl, Hereditary Grand 
Corkscrew of the Holy Ronnn I*n»pin— to you, Adolf the 
1 wtnty third Prince of ( lc \» s I, Bk u Sanglicr, bring wv and 
defitnee Mono and lance to 1 mcc or twenty to twenty m 
field pr in fort on plun or on mountain tht noble Kow&kf 
defies you litre or wlurcvtr he sh ill mett jou he proclaim* 
war to tlu d* ith between \ou md hnn In token whereof, 
hm is his glovt And taking the shcl glove from the page, 
Blue Boir fluug it clinging on the marble floor 

The Pnnubs Helen turned dt idly pile blit the Prince, with 
a good assurance flung down his own glove, calling upon 
someone to ruse the Rowskis which Otto icrordingly took up 
and present! d to luin on hr knu 

" Bottler, fill mv gobli t s nd the Prmrt to that functionary, 
who clothed in tight bluk host with a white kerchief, and a 
napkin on his dcyyr arm stood obs<qiuousl> by his matter's 
chur The gobktvvas fill* d w ith Mnhoisit it held about three 
quarts , a prt i ious goldi n h imp carve d by the cunning artificer, 
Benvenuto the 1 lountme 

' Prink Bit ii Sanglicr 'Mid the Prince, "and put the goblet 
in thy bosom \\ t ar this chain, furthermore, to- my sake. 4 * 
And so saving, Pnmc Adolf flung a precious chain of emeralds 
round the hirvlds mck 1 An invitition to battle was ever a 
welcome «ill to Adolf of Ckvcs So &i)ing, and bidding his 
people take good C4\rt of BUu sanglitr’s rttume the Prince feft 
the h all with his daughter All were marvelling at his chgttHy. 
courage, and generosity 
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Put, though affecting unconcern, the mind of Prmce Adolf 
was (hr 'frpm tranquil He was no longer the stalwart knight 
who, m the reign of Stanislaus Augustus had. with his naked 
6$t, beaten a hon to death in three minutes and alone had 
kept the postern of Pcterwaradin for two hours against seven 
hundred Turkish janissaries, who were assailing it rhose 
deeds which bod made the hur of Ckvcs famous were done 
thirty years syne A fnc liver since he had come mto his 
ptincjpiltty and of i hry turn he had neglected the athletic 
exercises which had made him in >outh so famous a champion, 
nod indolence had borne us usual fruits. He tried his old 
battle sword- thu famous blade with which in Palestine, he 
had cut an elephant duver in two pieces and split asunder the 
skull of the elephant which he mcU Adolf of t levts could 
scarcely now lift the \u ijxm o\ir his laid Hi tried his 
armour It was too tight for him And the old soldier burst 
mto tears when hf found he tuuld not buckle it Suih a mm 
was not fit to encounter the terrible Row ski in smgli combat 

Nor could he hope to make head aguust him for uiy time 
m the field The Prince s Umtorits were small , his viss.il* 
proverbially lazy and pc at table his treasury t mpty The dis 
mallesl prospects wert befoie him and he pissed a sleepless 
night writing to his friends for succour, and cihnilating with his 
secretary the small amount of tht resources whieh he could 
bring to aid him against his advancing and powerful enemy 

Helens pillow that evimng was also unvistud by slumber 
She la> awake thinking of Otto - thinking of the danger and 
the rum her refusal to many had brought upon her dear papa 
Otto too, slept not but his waking thoughts were brilliant and 
heroic the noble Child? thought how should defend the 
Princess, and win los and honour m th^nsumg iornb.it 


CHAP I TR XII 

The Champion 

AtftJ now the noblt f levcs begin m good earnest to prepare 
hf$ castle for the threatened siege H« gathered in all the 
avkDable cattle round the projicrt> and the pigs round many 
miles * and a dreadful slaughter of homed and snouted animals 
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took place,— the whole castle resounding with the lowing of 
the oxen and the squeaks of the grumlmgs, destined to provide 
food for th*. garrison These, when slain (her gentle spirit, dt 
course, would not allow of her witnessing that dtsagreeahle 
operation), the lovely Helen, with the assistance of her maidens, 
carefully salted and pit kit d Com was brought 18 in great 
quantities the Prince paving for the same when be had money, 
giving bill) when he could get trtdu or occasionally, marry, 
sending out a few stout nun at inns to forage who brought in 
wheat without money or credit either The charming Princess, 
amidst the intervals of her 1 1 hours, went about encouraging the 
garrison who vowed to i man th« > w mid die for a single sweet 
smile of hers uul m ordi r to mak thur nuvitible sufferings 
as easy is possible to the gallint fellows, she ind the apolht 
canes got rcidv a plenty of efheacious simpUs and scraped a 
vast quantity of lint to bind their w irriors wounds withal All 
thi forlifiLatious were strcngtlu ntd , the fosses carefully filled 
with spike- and watt r , 1 irge stoin s placed over the g lies, con 
Vcni'iit to tumble on the he ids of the assaulting parties, and 
cauldrons pnpired, with furnaces to melt up pitch, brimstone, 
boiling oil, At , wherewith hospuibly to receive them. Having 
the kune it eye in the whole garrison, young Otto was placed 
on the topmost tower, to watch for the cvpctted coming of the 
beleaguering host 

7 hey wt re seen only too soon I ong ranks of shining spears 
wu< seen gh'ttnng in thi dist met and the army of the Rowslq 
soon midi its appt ar incc m battles magnificently stern array 
I he tents of the n now ntd chief and his numerous warrtOTS 
were pitched out of anow shot of the castle, but m fearful 
proximity, and/slu^his irmy hid tiktn up its position, an 
officer with a flag of trace uid A trumpet was seen advancing 
to tin castle gatt It was the same herald who had previously 
borne his nnstei s defiance to the Princt of Clrvcs He came 
once more to the castle gate and tin rc proclaimed that the 
noble count of Lulcnsehreekuistein w is in inns without, ready 
to do bittlc with the iTinee of ( loves or his champion, that 
he would it main m arms for thnt days ready for combat. 
If no man met him at the end of that period, he would deliver 
an ossiult, ind would gm quarter to no single soul ra the 
garrison bo saying the herald nailed his lords gauntlet on 
the castle gate As before, the Prince flung him over another 
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glove from the watt ; though how he was to defend himself 
from such a warrior, or get a champion, or resist the pitiless 
•assault that must follow, the troubled old nobleman knew 
not In the least 

rhe Princess Helen passed the night in the chapel, vowing 
tons of >fax candles to all the pitron saints of the House of 
Cloves, if they would raise her up a defender 
But how did the noble girl s heart sink — how were her notions 
of the purity of man shaken within hci gi ntlt bosom by the 
dread intelligence which nachtd hi 1 the next morning idler 
the defiance of the Row-ski ! At roll cull it w u> discovered that 
he on whom she principally relit d— he whom her fond heart 
had singled out as her eh unpion had proud faithless 1 
OUo, the degenerate Otto had Aid 1 His comrade, Wolf 
gang, had gone with him A iojh was found dinghng from 
the casement of then dumber, uid tluy must hau swum the 
moat and passed over to the cm my in tin dukntss of the 
previous night ‘ A pretty lad u is this fur spoken are hi r of 
thine* said the Punee her father to in r , " uid a pretty 
kettle of fish hast thou cooked foi the fondist of fuhtrs 
She retired wcepmg to her apartment Never before had 
that young heart fell so wrctihcd 
That morning it mm o clock, a. they were going to break- 
fast, the Row >ki s trumpets sounded ( 1 id in Lomplt it armour, 
and mounted on his e normous pi< bald charger, h< come out 
of his pavilion, and rode showl) up and down m front of the 
castle He was ready then to meet a eh lmpton 
Three times each iliy did the odious trumpet sound Ihe 
same notes of defiance 1 hrici d nly did the Mi** l-ckid Rowski 
come forth chalk ngmg the comb it T he, first day pis* d and 
there was no answer to his summon^** Hu second d iv cam* 
and went, but no champion had pstn to defend Ihc taunt 
Of his shnll clarion remained without answer ant! the sun 
went down upon the wntchcdcst fither anel diu'htcr m all 
the land of Chngti ndorn 

The trumpets son dt d an hour aft* r sunrise an hour after 
UOcm, and an hour Uiore sunsu I Ik third day uum, but 
With it brought no hopr The first and si cond summons met 
00 response At five o clock the old l*nncc called his daughter 
and blessed her ' I go to meet this Rowski/ said he *' It 
may be we shall meet no more, m> He leu— my child— the 

k 
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innocent cause of all (bis grief If I shall Ihtt to-night the 
Rowski’s victim, ’twill be th it life is nothing without honour * 
And so saying, he put into her hands a dagger, and bade her 
sheathe it m her own breast so soon as the terrible champion 
had carried the castle by storm 

11ns Helen most futhfully premised to do, and uer aged 
father retired to his armoury, and donned his ancient war-worn 
cortMet It had borne the shock of a thousand lances Ore 
this, but it * as now so tight as almost to choke the knightly 
wearer 

The 1 tst trumpet sounded— lantara 1 tantara »— its shnil call 
rang o\< r tlu wide pluns, \nd the wide pluns gave back no 
,msw«r Agun!~bul when its noi^ died away, there was 
only a mournful an awful silence “Farewell my child," 
said th< Prince bulkily lifting himsflf into Ins bottle saddle 
"Renumber the daggir Hark* the tainipet sounds for the 
third time Ujwn, wardirs! Sound, trumpeters 1 and good 
•Saint Bendigo guard the right " 

But PufTcndorff, the trumpeter lud not Itisure to lift the 
trumpet to his lips when, hark 1 from without there came 
another note of another clarion l— a distant note at first, then 
swilling fuller Presently m brilliant sanations, the full rich 
notes of tin '‘Huntsmans ( horus enme clearly over the 
breere and a thousand voices of the crowed gating over the 
gati exclaim* d, M A champion » a champion ! 1 

And md«<d, a champion hud comt Issuing from the forest 
came a knight and squire the knight gracefully cantering 
an citgant ertam colour* d Anbian of prodigious power— the 
squire mounted on an unpretending grey cob which, neverthe- 
less, was an animp^tf considerable strength and smew It was 
the squirt who bit w theliumpet, through the bars of his helmet, 
the knight’s visor was completely down A small prince’s 
coronet of gold, from which rose three pink ostrich feathers, 
marktd the warnor s rank his blank shield bore no cognisance. 
As gracefully poising his lance he rode into the green space 
where tlu Row ski s tents were pitched, the hearts of all present 
beat with anxiety, and the poor Prince of Cleves, especially, had 
considerable doubts about his new champion. “So slum a 
figure as that can never compete with Donncrbhtz ” iaid he 
moodilv, to his daughter , 11 but whoever he be, the fellow puts 
a good face on it, and rides like a man See, be has touched 
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the Rowski’s shield with the point of his lance ! By Saint 
Bendigo, a perilous venture 1 * 

• like unknown knight hud indeed defied the Rovrckf to the 
death, as the Fnncc of Clcves remarked from the battlcmrnt 
where he and his daughter stood to witness the combat , and 
so, havfhg defied his enemy, the Incognito gallo^d round 
under the castle a all, bowing elegantly to the lo\cly Princes* 
there, and then took his ground apd waited for the foe*|j His 
armour blazed m the sunshine as he sat there, motionless, on 
ht$ cream colour# d steed lie looked like one of those fury 
knights one lias road of— one of those celestial champions who 
decided so many victories befort the imcntion of gunpowder 

The Rowski s horse was sptcdily brought to the door of lus 
pavilion, and tint redoubted warrior, blaring u1 a suit of 
^magnificent brass armour clattered into his siddli Long 
waves of blood red fcitbcn bnsiltd over his helmet which was 
further ornimenUd by two huge horns of the aurochs Ills 
btnee was paint'd white and nd and he whirl* d th< prodig,ous 
beam in the air and caught it with savage gUc II# laughed 
when he saw the slun form of his antagonist, ind his soul 
rejoiced to meet the coming battle He dug his spuis mto the 
enormous horse he rode the enormous horse snorted, and 
squealed loo, with fierce pleasure He jerked and curvetted 
him with a brutal playfulness, and alter i few minuu s turning 
and wheeling during w! ich cvcr>l>od> hid leisure to admire the 
perfection of his equitation he cant# red round to a point exactly 
opposite his enemy, and pulled up his impatient charger 

The old Prince on the battlement w as s6 eager for the conduit, 
that he seemed quite to forget the (hanger which menac'd him- 
self, should his sbm champion be discomfit* d bv the trenu rufous 
Knight of Donntrbjitz. "Go it 1 ‘ * iHfbt flinging his truncheon 
mto the ditch and it the word, the (wo w imor* rushed with 
Whirling rapid it> at each nth# r 

And now ensued a combat so terrible, lint a wtak female 
hand, like that of hr r who pens this ta’e of elm dry, can never 
hope to do justice *o tbt Profit th me You have seen two 
engines on the Ore it Western line rush past each other with a 
pealing scream 7 So r ipidl v did tht two w irrtors gallop towards 
One another , the feathers of either streamed yards behind their 
backs a* they converged Thar shock as they met was ns that 
of two cannon balls , the mighty houses tr< mblcd and reeled 
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with the concussion , the lance aimed at the Rowski s helmet 
bore off the coronet! the horns, the. helmet itself, and buried 
them to an incredible distance a piece of the Rowskft left ear 4 
was earned off on the point of the nameless warrior's weapon. 
How had he fared? His adversary s weapon had glanced 
harmless along the blank surface of his polished bufc&er and 
the victory so far was with him 
Tib expression or the Rowskis face, as, bareheaded, he 
glared on his me my with furcc bloodshot eyeballs, was one 
worthy of a dr inon 1 )v imprecatory < xpressions which he 

made use of c in neur be copi< d by 1 feminine pen 
His opponent 111 ign uirmously dtehrud to take advantage of 
thi opportunity this off»nd him ot finishing the combat by 
splitting his oppomnts skull with his eurtd ixt, ind, riding 
back to his st irting placr U nt Ins 1 inn s joint to the ground, 
m token that lie would will until the Count of Lultnschrecken* 
stun was hi Imcted lfiesh 

"Blessed Ucnd«go 1 erud the Pnncf, "thou art a gallant 
lonct but whv didst not rip thi Schelm s brain out?’* 

"Bung me 1 fnsh helmet 1 y* lie el the Rowski Another 
casque was brought to him by Ins trembling squirt 
As soon is he had braced it he drt w his great flashing sword 
from his suit, and rushed it Ins enemy, ro irmg hoarsely his cry 
of buttle ihi unknown knights sword was unsheathed in a 
moment, and it thi iu xt the two blades were clanking together 
the dreadful music of the combat 1 
The I)onmrbht 7 vv»«ld<d his with his usual savageness and 
activity It whirled round ins adursuy s head with frightful 
rapidity Now it euiud wvvy 1 ft dhii of his plume, now it 
short oft ile if oyji^ioronct I hi flul of the thresher does 
not fill moie swiftly upon tin torn 1 ut many minutes it was 
the Unknown s onlv 1 isk to deiend himself from the tremendous 
activity of tlu 1 m m\ 

But even tlu Rowski s stiength would slack* » after exertion. 
The blows Ixgvn to fill less thick inon, and the point of the 
unknow n knight l* gin to make dreadful ;>1 ty It found And 
penetrated tvtry joint of die Donntrbht* armour Now ft 
nicked him in the "boulder where the \ imbrace was buckled to 
the corselet , now it bore 0 a shrewd hole under the light brassart, 
and blood followed , nov w ith fatal dexterity it darted through 
the visor, and came back to the recover deeply unged with MoocL 
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A scream of rage followed the last thrust , and no wonder —ft 
had penetrated the Row ski's left eye 

* His blood was trickling through a doren orifices , he was 
almost choking m his lulmet with loss of breath, and loss of 
blood, and rage Gasping with furv, hi drew back his horse, 
flung hi^rtat sword at his opponent s ht id, and onct more 
plunged at him wielding his cuital a\e 
Then you should have seen the unknown knight employing 
the same ditadful weapon ! Hitherto he hut betn on his dc 
fence , now ht began tht attack , and the gleaming axe whimd 
in his hand like 1 retd, but descended like n thunderbolt I 
41 Yield 1 yjtld 1 Sir Rowski " shouted he in a cilm dear voice 
A blow d< alt madly at his lu ad w is the ft ply I w u* the 
last blow thu tht Count of 1 ulcnschu ckt nstcin rvtr struck in 
battk l rhe cur,e was on his lips is tlu (rushing stul de- 
scended into his brain, md split it in two lb rolled like a log 
from his horse his enemy s knee w is in a moment on his chest, 
and the dagger of mercy «u lu-> throat is the knight once more 
called upon him to 1 icld 

But there was no answer from within the helmet When it 
was withdrawn the teeth were crunched together, the mouth 
Chat should hue spoken, gunned a ghastly sib nu one eye 
stdl glared with hate and fury, but it was glazed with the film 
df death l 

The red orb of tht sun w is just then dipping into the Rhine 
Ibe unknown kmghi, \ lulling once more into his saddle, made 
a graceful obeisance to the Prince of < Itvts and his daughter, 
without a word and galloped back into the forest, whenu he 
had issued on hour before suns* t 


CH \P 1 1 K Mil 
Hi Mania^f 

Thf consternation « hich «*nsu«d on the dcith of the Rowsiu 
speedily sent all his camp followers army, Ac to the right 
About, They struck their tints at trie first nt ws of bis discom- 
fiture , and each man laving hold of what he could, the whole 
the gallant force whieh had marched under his banner in the 
morning had disappeared eie the sun rose 
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On that night, as K may be imagined* the gates of the Castle^ 
of Cleves were not Shut Everybody was free to come uu 
Wine4*utts were broached in all the couits, the pickled meat 4 
prepared in such lots for the sieg* was distributed among the 
peopk , who crowded to congratulate their beloved sovereign on 
his victory , and the Prince as was customary with that good 
man, who never lost an opportunity of giving a dinner-patty, 
had a splendid tnterumnit nt madi n ady for the upper classes, 
the whole concluding with a t isuful (tispl i> of fireworks 

In the midst of these t ntertamments our old friend the Count 
of Hombourg arrived at the castle Tht stalwart old wamor 
swore by Saint Hugo that was grand the killing of the 
Ro i ski had bu n take n out of hi* hand Ihc laughing Cleves 
vowed b> Sunt Bendigo Hombourg could never bin finished off 
his cut my «o satisfactorily as the unknown knight had just clone. 

But who was he 7 was the qutslion which now agitated the 
bosom of these two old nobles How to find him—how to re- 
ward the champion and restorer of the honour and happiness of 
Cltvts ? I hty igreed over suppe r that he should be sought for 
everywhere Ik adlcs were sent round the principal cities within 
fifty link s, and the, description of the knight advertised in the 
Journal d< brant foft ind the A l Immune / eilung The hand 
of the Princess licit n was solemnly often d to him in these 
advertisements, with tin r« version of the Pnnce of t,leves's 
splendid though somewhat dilapidited properly 

** But we don t know him my dear papa faintly ejaculated 
that young lady 14 Some impostor m tv come m n suit of plain 
armour and pnttnd that ht was the champion who overcame 
the Row ski (i prince who hid hia Hulls certainly, but whose 
attachment lor me J qq mur forget) tnd how are vou to say 
whether he is the reaT' tfmght or not? There art so many 
dei cm rs in tins world, adrk d the Princess, in tears, “ that one 
Ciin t U too cautious now I he fact is that she was thinking 
of the desertion of Otto in the morning , by which instance of 
faithlessness her heart w is well nigh broken. 

As for that youth and his comrade Wolfgang, to the aston&b- 
vnent of everybody at their impudence they came to the archeps' 
mess that night, nv if nothing had happened , got their supper, 
partaking both of meat and drink most plentifully > fell asleep 
when their comrades beg in to describe the events of tbd day* 
and the admirable achievements of the unknown wamor, and, 
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taming into thei< hammocks, dkl Rot appear on parade m the 
morning unul twenty minutes after the names were called. 

1 When' the Prince of tleves beard of the return of these 
deserter^ he *as m a towering passion 14 Where were yon, 
fellows /' Shouted be. 41 during the tune my castle was at Ut 
utmost nerd? ’ 

Otto replied * We were out on particular busuu ss ‘ 

M Does a soldier lem his post on the day of battle, sir?' ex- 
claimed the Pnnce 4 You know the reward of such — Death l 
and death you merit but you are a soldier only of yester- 
day* and yesterday s victory has m ide me merciful Hanged you 
shall not be, as you merit— only flogged -both of you Parade 
the men Colornl IUkelst^rn, ifter breakfast, and give these 
scoundrels five hundred apiece 

You should have seta how young Otto tounded when this 
information was thus abruptly conveyed to him “flog met*' 
cried he ‘ 1 log Otto of 

4 * N T ot so, my f ithir, sud flu 1‘riner s Htlen, who hid been 
standing by during iht conversation am 1 who had looked at 
Otto all the whik with the most nnftible scorn “ Not so 
although these persons hive forgotttn their duty ' (she laid a 
particularly sarcastic emphasis on the word persons), “we have 
had no need of thur services, end 1 ive luckily found others more 
faithful You promised >our daughter i boon papa it is the 
pardon of these two persons I et them go ind quit a service 
they have disgraced a metres »— tliat is, a master— they have 
deceived 

44 Drum ’em out ot the castle, I ickdstern , strip their uniforms 
from their backs, and neur lit me hiar of tht scoundrels 
ftgainp" So saying, the old Princt anpiih turned on his heel 
to hreakfast, leaving the two young^ficu to the fun and derision 
of their surrounding comrades 

The noble Count of Hornbourg who was taking hts usual 
airing on the ramparts before breakfast came up at this junc 
ture, and asked what was the row * Otto blushed when he saw 
bhn, and turned av ay rapidly , but the Count, too, catching a 
glimpse of bun with a hundred exclamations of joyful surprise 
seized upon the lad, hugged him to his manly breast, kissed him 
r most affectionately , and almost burst into tears as he embraced 
fetal* For. m sooth, the good Count had thought his godson 
iting ere this at tbc bottom of the silver Rhine 
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The Prince of Cleves, who hod come to the breakfast-parlour 
window (to invite his guest to enter, os the tea was made), 
beheld this strange scene from the window, as did the lovely 
tea mak* r likewise, witri bicathlrss and beautiful agitation 
The old Count and the archer bU oiled up and down tl^e battle- 
mtnts in deep conversation By the gestures of surprise and 
delight exhibited by th< former tw*s easy to *-et the young 
archer was conveying some very str ingt and pleasing news to 
him , though the nature of the conversation was not allowed to 
transpire 

"A godson of mine, sud the noble < ount when interro- 
gaud over hi*, mufhns I know his firmly worthy people, 
sad scap< gm t ran away part ntb Lairing for him glad vou 
did not flog him , devil to p w uid so forth 1 he Count was 
a nuh of ft w words and told his talc in this brief artless manner 
But why at its conclusion, did the gentle Helen leave the room, 
hfr eyes filled with ti irs? She lift the room once more to kiss 
a certain lock of ye llovv hair she had pilftrcd A dazzling 
delicious thought a strung* w ild hope arost in her soul I 

When she appeared again she made some side handed 
inquiries r< girding Otto (with that gentle artifice oft employed 
by women) but hi was gom He and his companion were 
gone Ihf Count of IJotnbourg had hk*wisc t iUn his depart- 
ure, under pr#t<xt of pirticulir business How lonely the vast 
castle see mid to Hi h n, now that hr w is no longer there. The 
transactions of the last few diys , the lieiutitul aicher boy , the 
ofhr from the kowAi («dwayb an evt nt in a voung lad) s bfe), 
the sngt of the castle, the diatli of h< r truculent admirer 
all seemed like a feurtd dream to hir ill was passid away, 
and had left no true* J^lnnd No trace’ -\cs! oat Pt little 
insignificant lock of golden Ir r ovci which the young creature 
wept so much tint she put it out of curl , passing hours and 
hours in the summer house where the operation had been per- 
foi med 

On the second dav (it is my brh« f she would have gone into a 
consumption md died of languor if the event hid been delayed 
a day longer) 1 messenger, with a trumpet, brought a letter m 
haste to the Prince of Cleves who was as usual, taking refresh- 
ment "To the high and mighty Pnnco * &c , the letter nut 
"The champion who had the honour of engaging on Wednet* 
day last with hts late Excellency the Rowski of Donaerbbtfc, 
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presents his compliments to HSH the Prince of Cleves. 
Through the medium of the public prints the C has been made 
• acquainted with the flattering proposal of His Serene Highness 
relative to a union bet wet' n himself (the Champion) and Her 
Serene Highness the Printers Helen of Cleves I he Champion 
accepts #ith pleasure that polite invitation, and will have the 
honour of waiting upon the Prince and Princess of Cloves about 
half "An-hour after the receipt of this lc tier 
“ lol lol de rol, girl, shouted the Prince with heartfelt joy 
(Have you not run rktd dear friend, how often m novel books, 
and on the stngi joy is announced by the above bunt of inson 
sate monosvll ibles 5 ) " lol lol di rol Don thy bist kirtle, 
child , thy hu bind will be hire anon And Htkn rt lift'd to 
arrange her tout for this awfu 1 evuit in the life of a young 
woman \\ h< n she n turni d utn v d to w< U 0111c lit r defender 
her young cluck was as pale as the white satin slip and orange 
sprigs she won. 

She was scarce se ited on the d 11^ by her father s side, when a 
huge flourish of tiun,pets from without proclaim* d the airival of 
the Champion Htkn felt quite sick a draught of ether was 
necessary to restore her tranquillity 
The great door was flung open He enter* d, tin same tall 
warrior, slim and beautiful, blazing in shining sttil lie 
approached the Primes thione, supported on t ich side by a 
friend likewise m armour Hf knelt gner fully on one knte 
I come ’ said he in a voice tumbling with emotion, 11 to 
claim as per advertise mt nt the hand of the lovi ly Lady Helen ’ 
And be held out a copy of the A lift mt me / at ung as he spola 
"Art thou noble, Sir Knight i ask* d tht Prime of Cleves 
4 As noble as yoursilf 1 mswertd tht t mcl ng steel 
M Who answers for thu ? 

‘* 1 , Karl, Margrave of Gadesbrrg, his fatlur*’ said the 
knight on the right hand, lifting up his visor 
tf And I— Ludwig, ( ouni of llombourg his godfuhtr ! said 
the knight on the kft doing like wis * 1 
The kneeling knig t lilted up his visor now, and looked on 
Helen. 

“ l knew it was ’ said she, and fainted as slu saw Otto the 
Archer 

But she was soon brought to gentles, as I have sm ill need 
to tell ye In a very few days after, a goat xnarruge took 
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place at Olevcs, under the patronage of Saint Bugo, Saint Buffo, 
and Saint Bendigo After the mamage ceremony, the happiest 
and handsomest pair in the world drove off in a chaise-and-four; 
to jnss the honeymoon it Kissingen The Lady Theodora, 
whom we left locked up in her convent a long while since,* was 
prevailed upon to come back to Godtsberg, \vher& She was 
reconciled to tier husband Jealous of her daughter In-law, she 
idolised her son and spoiled all her little grandchildren And 
so all are happy, and my simple tde is done 

I read it m an old old tmok, in a mouldy old circulating 
library Twas written in the. I rench tongue by the noble 
Ah xandri Dumas , but 'tis prohibit* that h* stole it from some 
other, and tint the oth< r hul filched it from a former tale- 
tclhr I* or nothing is n« w under the sun Tli ngs elie and arc 
r product d onlv \nd so it is tbit the forgotten tde of the 
great Dumas re ippcars undt r the signature of 

llIERESS MACW IIIRTEH 

WmsTLtniKKiF, N B December t 
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A LUCKY SPECULATOR 

C ONSIDrR \BI r sensation has been excited m the upper 
and lower t ircks in the \\ cm Lnd b) i stirllmg pie i e of 
good fortune which hns bcfill* n J mica Plu»h L >>q f 1 Ucly toot 
man in a respected family in Btrkilty Square 
* * Om diy list wuk, Mr J imes w uttd upon his nusu r, who 
is a banker in the Citv , and aft* r i little blushing uid hcuUtiou, 
Said he hid Mived i little money in service, was anxious to 
retire, and to invent his swings to idvantigi 

*' His master (we blicvc we rn ly imntion without offending 
delicacy, die well known n uue of Sir Cn. oigc I lnnsy of the 
house of 1 hms> Diddlcr tnd 1 1 1 tj^wrhu,l> ljkcd Mi Jujus 
what was the amount of Ins sa^f Hgs wondinug tonstdiribly 
hOW, out ol an income of thirty gumt is — tl <. mam pm of which 
he spent in bouquet* silk stockings andp<rfumu\ Mr Pludi 
could have managed to 1 jy by an) thing 

*’ Mr Plush with son e hesit mon, said lit bad been ipttuUt 
tng tn ratltoad q and stated his w mn digs to have been thirty 
thousand pounds lie hid commenced his speculations with 
twenty, borrowed from i fellow -servant He had daud his 
letters from the house in Berkeley Square and humbly b*gg»d 
pardon of his master for not hiving instructed ‘the Railway 
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Secretaries who answered his applications to apply at the area- 
belt 

" Sir George who was at breakfast, instantly rose, and shook 1 
Mr P by the hand , Lady h hmsy begged him to be seated, 
and partake of the breakfist which he had laid on the table, 
and has subsequ* ntly invited him to her grind dijtuner at 
Richmond, where it w is ol>served that Miss hmrly riimsy, her 
beautiful and uaomphshui seventh daughter, paid the lucky 
gcntlcmin marked attention 

M Wt hnar it stated tint Mr P is of a very ancient family 
(Hugo rb I x Plucht um< over with the Conqueror), am) the 
new bough vm which ht has stiirttd bears the ancient coat of 
his rar » 

* He his Liken apartments in thi Albany and is a director 
of thirty thus rulioads He pioposcs to stand for Parlia- 
ment n tin mxt ye nerd < lection on decidedly Conservative 
principles which h ivc dw iy s t»u n Un polities of h s family 

“ ktpo t sivs th it < ven in his humble capiat) Miss handy 
Himsv had run irked his high clenii mour Will, 'none but 
the brave say wt 'de‘s<r\« tlu lur —Mowinq Fafer 

Fins announcement will cvphm iht following lines, which 
have Lx i n put into our Imjx * with i West Pnd post mark If, 
as we btluvc they ire written by th* young woman from 
whom the Million itt ’xiirowtd the sum on which he raised 
his fortum whit hint will not mi It with sympathy at her 
tilt and pity llu sorrows which she expresses in such artless 
tangtngi » 

If it hi iiot too 1 att , f wi dth hiv« not rendered its possessor 
Callous, if pool \Iu%nnc be sitU ah e, wt trust, wc trust, 
Mr Plush will do her jusiitU 

p Ihr letter box of Mr Fut ik, in whose columns these papers roe 
tlist published 
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M JEAMEJJ OI BUCKLEY SQUARE. 

“ a hki icr 

“Come alt ye gents vot deans the pUte, 
t onie all ye ladies maids so fair — 

VHe I a story vjll rclat* 

Of cruel Jeimes of Butklcy Squart 
A tighter Hd, it ls confcst 

Necr valked with powdt r in his air 
Or vore a nosegay m his breast 

Than andsura Jennies of Buckley Square 


M O > vns ■ it \ is the b » st of sights, 

Behind his Masters couth and pair 
To see our J< lines m r< d plush tights 
\ timing hoff from Bueklcy Squat ♦ 

He vtl bee inic his li igw ilk Us, 

He cocked his at with suih i h nr t 
His calves ind viskt rs vus «uch ptts 
That hall loved jeaiuts oi Buekh y Square 


“ Ht pleased the hup slurs folks os veil, 
And o 1 1 vithered with despair 
Missis vouid r ng the pitler bell, 

And call up jfi imes in Buckle) Squire 
Both beer and sjxrnis he ibhord 
(Spt rnts and beet br ir) 

You would have th^jfht he vas i lord 
Down in our All m Bueklcy Square 


" Last year uc visper d Mary Ann, 
Ven T vc an under d |x>und to spar* , 
To take a public is my pi in. 

And leave this bojous Buckley Square 
O how m> gentle heart did bound 
To think that l his name should bear, 
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- Dear Jeames/ says I f * I've twenty pound. 
And gev them him m Buckley Square 


Our mister vas i C itv gent, 

His nuiM s in rulroads everywhere, 

And lord, vot lotx of letters \<nt 

Bctwigst his bickers and Buckley Square I 
My Jeyincs u was the U in rs look 
And re. id tin m ell (1 think u s fur), 

And took ik if from M isti r s Inxik, 

As hot hers do m Buckley Squire 


*' Fncouragtd with niy twenty pound, 

Of which poor / was unavare, 
lie wrote thr t omp mus all round 

And signed hiss* If from Buckley Square. 
And how John Porter used to grin 
As d ly b> d ly, sh irt aft( r shijrc, 

C imc rulv ly letters pouring in 

*J Plush Lscjum , in Buckli y Square 


• Our sc rv mts All was in i rage — 

Scrip stock curves gr idle nts, bull and bear, 
\ ith Initli r coachman groom mil pigr, 

V is all the talk m Buckley Squaic 
But O 1 imagine vot I ft It 
l*ast Vtnsdiy veck as i.\<r were , 

I gits a Utter winch I sjxlt 

Miss M A Buckle y Square 

X 

* He sent me back ni> money true — 

He sent nu back my lock of air. 

And s ud, ' M> dear, I bid ajew 
To Mary Hann and Butklev Square. 

Hunk not to marry foolish Ilann 
With people who your betters arc, 

James Plush is now a gc ntlcman, 

And you— a cook in Buckley Square, 
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*' * I’ve thirty thousand guineas won. 

In six short months, by genus rare , 
You little thought what Jeaines was on 
Poor Mary Hann, in RuckUy Squirt 
I've thirty thousand guint is ru t, 

• Powder and plush 1 scorn to \eir , 

And so, Miss Mary I Linn, foigtl 
For hcvt r J< imes, ol 13uckk> Squire ' 


The rest of the MS is illegible, Ik mg liter ill v washed away 
in a flood of tc \rs 


A LITTER TROM ' Jf AMI-h. OF BUCKETY 
SQU VKL ‘ 

‘AcrAM, IrrrKR X August *0, 1845 

n SIR, -Has a rtglar suscnlnr to >our t musing pap» r, I beg 
leaf to state th it I should n< \ <r ha\c done so, bod 1 supfioscd 
that it was your abbit to igsposc the iiusta.ru s of privit lift , 
and to buyer the ddligit filings of iiinbk individvouah like 
myself, who have no nicer ol bung made th» ‘-uhjtct of news 
paper criticism 

' I etude, Sir, to the unjattaihbk use w lw h b i-> b**cn made 
of my name in vour Journ il f whf re both my inuuantiW spec- 
lations and the htnmost pashm ofp&Qtrt hate Ixx n biot forrards 
m a ndi« klus way for thi pi^ccmus* mini 

r What call Sir, has the public to inquiff into the snekm 
stances of my engagements with Miss Miry Hmn Ogguih, or 
to meddle with thur rupsher’ \\h) am I to be maid th< hob- 
pek of your redu.uk 1 1 a do^ qrtl balht impowted to her > 1 vay 
tmpewfed, because, in my tune at least Mary Hann could only 
sign her 4- mark (has lu hoftui witmst it for her when she 
paid hm at the Saungs Bank), and has for nurificing to the 
Mewses and making fcairy, she was as hmcapible as Mr 
Wakley himself 
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" With respect to the ballit, my balcaf is, that it tf wrote by 
a footman in a low famlv a pore retch who attempted to nvte 
me in my affections to Mary Hann— a feller not five foot ala, 
and with no more calves to his legs than a donkey— who was 
always a ritin (having been a doctors boy) and who 1 nockt 
down with a pint of poru r (as he well recklcx) at the 3 Tons 
Jemung Street, for d inng to try to make a but of me. He has 
signed Miss H s name to his nominee and lies and you lay 
yourself hopen to a haction for liblc for insuttmg them m your 
paper* 

11 It is false that I have treated Miss H hill in hany Way 
That J borrowed 20II) of her is trrv But she confesses l paid 
it b iek Can h ill i* oplt t> iv is much of the money they ve lent 
or borrowed * No And I not only pud it back, but giv her 
the mdsomest presnts whuh / never should kavt eluded to, 
hut for this ,UUuk Fust 1 silver thimble (which I found m 
Missus s work-lx>\,) secknd, a vollom of ll>roms poems, 
third, I halways brought her a ghs of Curasorc, when we ad a 
party of which she wis renmkiblc fond I mated her to 
H Ashley s twice (and h.ilways 1 srimp or a hoyster by the way), 
and a thowsnd ddigit attentions , which I sapov count for 
nothtnk 

*' I Lis for miHridgt Haltered suekmstnncies rendered it 
him[)ossuble I vv \s gone into a new spear of life —mingling 
with mv nativi an stow I breathe no sallible of blame against 
Miss H but lus a hilliterii eooknmd lit to set at \ fnshnablc 
table* Do voung fcllcis of rank g< nrally marry out of the 
Kitchmg? If wi cast our 1 s upon a low born gal 1 ncedn say 
it s only a tempory distraction, po>e fossy h tong So much for 
her claims upon me IUs foi that bust if a Doctors boy hes 
unwuthv the notos of a Cjcjttn+cy'n 

' That I u one thirty thousath lb and props more, I dont 
deny Ow much has the h-ilossus of*Rulroads one, I should 
like to know ind what was his rappitlc? I hentered the 
market with 2olb spocklatcd Jcwdicious and lam what I ham. 
So may vou be (if you have 20lh, and praps you haven't)— So 
may you tx if vou choose to go m & wm 

*' I for my part am jusly prou'd of my suxess, and could give 
you a hundred instances of my gratatudr. For igsample, the 
fust pair of bosses I bought (and a better pair of steppers I dafy 
you to See in hanv curraelcl I ensn d Hull and Selby, m grateful 
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elusion to my tmnsackshns in that railroad My ndirtg Cob 
I called very unhoptly my Dublin and Galway He came 
down with me the other day, and I ve jest sold him at J 
discount* 

“At fust wrth prudence and mod ration I onty kep two 
groomf for my stables, one of whom lickwist waited on me at 
table I have now a confidenshk servant, a vally de shamber 
—He curb my air , m§pcx my accounts and haiwers my 
hinvitdttons to dinner I call this Vally m> Trent Tally ♦ for it 
was the prophit I got from that cxlcnl line, which injuiced me 
t^ in gage him 

* Besides my North British Plate ind Breakfast equipidge— 
I have two h uulsom mivmccs for dinner -tht goold plate for 
Sundiys and the sib or for common usi When 1 aye a great 
party 1 T unt/ I sa\ to my mm 4 wt will hove the 1 xmdou and 
Bummmgham pint to-day (the goold 1 «i else ih< Minthcster 
and Leeds {the silver) 1 lxiught thun ifttr realising on the 
abuf lints and il people suppose ih 11 the conipanys m ide me a 
presnt ot the plait, how can 1 help it ? 

' In the sam wiy I si>, I lent bring us a liottlc of Bristol 
and Ilex* ter' or, 'Ihit sonu Hcasum Counties in hiccl 
fit knows whit I mean its the wines I l*>ught upon the 
hospKiaus tumminuion of m> count xshn with thosr two rad 
roach* 

* So strong indeed as this abbit Ik come, that being asked 
to stand GodfUlicr to the youngest Miss Diddle last weak, 1 
had her christened (provision illy) Ros until- from the French 

- line of which 1 am Din ctor , and only the other dav finding 
myself raytber unwell ‘Doctor says I to Sir Jcamu, Clark, 
M 'Ive sent to consult you buiusr my Midlands ait out of 
harder, and I want you to sc 111 up to a premium Ihc 
Doctor lafd, and I bd*^S told the story subsquintly at 
Buck mum R-ll-s ^ 

“ But 1 will trouble you no f uher My sob obpet in writing 
has been to clear my eartater to show that 1 came by my 
money m a honrabtc w ty that I in not ashaymd of the manner 
in which l gaVned it, and ham indeed grateful for my good 
fortune 

“To conclude, l have ad m> podigrtc maid out at the 
Etald Hoffis (I don t mean the Morning hrald ), and have took 
for my arms a Stagg You arc comet m stating that I am of 
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hanciuit Normm famly This is man* than Peal can say, to 
whornb I npplird for a hamttcy , but the pnrnnuer being of low 
ig&tnrtion, nitrally stickks fr>r his horrler Consurvativc though 
1 be, / May change fny opinions txfore the noct Flection, when 
J intend to hoffer myst If as a C andyduk. for Parlymmt 

‘ Meanwhile, I Imc th( honor to be, Sir, 

\our most obeapit Survnt, 

frirZ-jAMES DL LK PLLCHL " 
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O NF chy in the panic wi < le^ our frit nd Joamis called it our 
office, cudtntly in gn it perturb \t ion of mind and dis 
order of dress lie h id no flowt r ju hii button-bolt his yellow 
kid gloves w«r< ccrtunly two dtys old fie htd not nhove 
three of the un chuns he usually spoils and his grt.it coar* 
knotty knuikhd old h mils win dt pnvtd of sonu dozen of tht 
rubies, emu lids ind othu taint os with which, since his 
elev ition to foitum, the j>oor ft How has thought ht to idorn 
him* If 

' How’s scrip *Mr Jcmics? ' said w< pleasantly, greeting 
our esticmed contnbutoi 

'Scrip bi , rt plied hi, with an f \pn ssion wt unnot 

rept it, ind a look of igony it is impossible to dcscrilx* in print 
and w dked ibout the parlour whistling humming rattling 
his keys and coppers uid showing othir signs of agitation 
At last, “ Ur Punch viys he, ifUr a moments hesitation, 
"I wish to spevk to \ou on a pint of busim.s I wish to U* 
paid for my contnbtwrtions to your paper Suckmstint.es is 
altered with me 1— I- in a »; vy*<an you It ml nit — l for 
the account ? 

He named the sum ITwas ont so great th it we don t tare 
to mention it here but on receiving a cheque for tht amount 
ion Messrs Pump and Aidgati , our Innkers) tears came into 
,tbe honest fellow s eves Hi squeezed our hand until he nearly 
wrung it off, and shouting to a cab, hi plunged into it at our 
office-door, add was off to the C it> 

Returning to our mudy we found hi had left on our table an 
open pocket cook, of the contents of which (for the sake of 
safety) We took an inventory It contained —throe tavern tolls 
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paid , a tailor's ditto, unsettled , forty-nine allotments ut different 
companies, twenty six thousand seven hundred shares in all, of 
which the market value we take, on an average, to be | discount , 
and m an old bit of paper tied with pink riband a lock of 
chestnut hair, with the initials MAH 
In the diary of the pocket book was A journal, jottAl down 
by the proprietor from time to time At first the entries are 
insignificant as, for mstince — '3 rd January -Our beer iti 
the SuYnts" Hall so ft at out small it this Christmas time that I 
rcely muss give warning, fit wood, but for my dtai Mary Uann r * 
11 Ft hi uarv 7 - I hat broot Screw, the Butler, wanted to kis ber* 
but my dear Mirv Hann boxt his hold hears, & served Him 
right / dab rf Screw, - and forth 1 hen the diary relates 
to Stock kxchangt operations, until wt coinc to the turn when* 
having aduevtd his successes, Mr Jimi c quitted Berkeley 
Square, and his lucry, and begin his lift as a speculator and a 
gentleman upon town It is from the latter part of his diary 
that wc make the following 


TXIRW - 

• 

•* Wen I anounced in the Strvnts All my axeshn of fbrtmg, 
and that h> the exasizc of my own talincc and inguniuty l had 
rccrliztd n sunim of ao 000 lb (it was onlv «; but what s the use 
Of a mann deprt shi iting the quality of Ins ow n mackyrtl ^—wen 
1 enounetd m> *\bnip intention to tut — \au should have sean 
the sensation iniong hill the people •— < 06k wanted to know 
whether 1 woodn like a swtalbrtd or the slts< of the breast of a 
Cold Tuck) Scriw, tbt butler (womb I always detested as a 
Innsnlant hoverbarmg becs^V^gcd me to walk into the l J upper 
Scrvnts All, and try a glass ofSn\^nor Shatto Margo Heven 
Visp, the coaehmin, eld out his and, & said * Jcarnes, I hopes 
thcres no quarrdmg betwigst >ou & me, & 111 f Und a pot of 
beer with pit isure * 

'•The gickofnts !— that wtr> Cook had split on me to the 
Housekeeper ony Inst week (tatchin me priggiu some cold tattle 
soop of which lin rt markable fond) Has for Iht butler, I 
always ebommtnai 1 him for his precious snears and imperence 
lo all us Gents who woar hsry (he neier would sit in our parlour, 
fdsooth, nor dunk out of our mugs) , and in regard of Visp— 
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WhjMt was any the day before the vulgar bcest hoffered to file 
me, and thretnd to give me a good iding if I refused. 4 Gentle- 
men and ladies/ says 1 , as haughty as may be 4 there's nothmk 
that I want for that I can t go for to buy with iny hown money, 
• and take at m> lodgms m the Halbany, letter Hex , if I'm ungry 
I've nf need to refresh m>$elf in the kihhtng And so saying, 
1 took a dignified ajew of these mmnnl domestics , and ascend- 
ing to my epartment m the 4 pair liack, brushed the powder out 
of my air, and taking off those hojous hvnes for htver, put on a 
new soot, made for me by Cullin of St Jeamts Street, and 
wjuch fitted my manly figger as tight as whacks 
M There was one pusson in the house with womb I was raytber 
anxious to evoid a persnal leave taking - Mary H inn Oggms, I 
mean — for my art is natur il tender, and I can t abide seeing a 
pore gal in pane 1 d given her previous the infamation of my 
departure— doing the ansorn thing b> her it the same time- 
paying her back xolb , which shed lent me b months before 
and paying her back not only the mtr re t but I g ivc her an 
andsome pair of scissars and a silver thmibil, bv way of boanux, 

4 Man Haim ' savs I * suchimstancu s his h Uteri d our rcllatif 
positions in life 1 quit the Servnts II UI for tier (for has for 
your marrying a person m my rank, tint, my dear, is hall 
gamnnn) and so I w ibh you a good bv my good gal, and if 
)ou want to better yourself, halw lys ref< r to me 

11 Mary Hann didnt hxnscr my speech (which I think was 
remarkable kind), but looked at rne in the face quite wild like, 
and bust into somcihink betwigst a laugh & n cry, and fell down 
with her ed on the kitchmg dresser, where she lay until her 
young Missis rang t* c dressing room bell Would >0u blcave 
it ? She left the thimbil & things A my check for 2olb 10s , 
on the tubil wh«n she went fcv^ftiscr the bell And now I 
heard her sobbing and \ imping in her own room ncx but one 
to mine, vith the dorc o^fn, prrap* expecting 1 should come m 
and say good by But as soon as I was dressed, I cut down 
staun, hony desiring Tredtrick my fellow M.rvnt, to fetch me a 
cabb, and requestn g permission to lake leaf of my tady Sc the 
fkmty before my departure " 


" How Mijs llemly did hoglc me to lie sure * Her Ladyship 
told me what a sweet gal she was- hamuible, fond of poetry. 
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plays the gitttr Then she basked me rf I liked blond bewties 
uul haubin hair lltubm indeed » I don't like aunts! as 
it must be confcst Mias He mly s his— and has for a bhndbuty, 
she has pink 1 s like all ilbino and he 1 face looks as if it were 
dipt in a brann mash How she. sejuf eged toy & as »£c went* 
avny ' 

"Mary Hann now ka\ hiubin air and a cumplcMOtt hkt, 
rdv<«s nd luxury and I s is bkw as Kvm 

I gtv lrcdirak two inel six for fiuhm the tibb— been 
rcsobul to hiut the gi nth nun m li ill things How 1 1 stared 1 ** 
"ai/A 1 arn now dirutor of forty stitn hidvintigeons 
luus and have p in lull day it tlu ( illy Although I'vt hate 
or mm new sonts of Host iml Mi ' ullm fits im hchgant 
>U I fansytluy bill rukomst im t onsbn> whispers to uu, 

‘ Jl urn, >ou r houy a footman in disguise h ifu r all 


1 28 th - fr t n to ill* f lopr 1 Music tol lol That Lablash 
is 1 woppir it singing I toorin nnkt out wh> some peoph 
called out Brno, somt Bnv'ir and sunn Bravct * Bnvee, 
lablish si)s 1, it winch he vet) body laft 

I'm in my n< w si ill I vt h id ru.w rushings put in and 
mv hums in goold on the luck I in dressed lull in black 
exicp a gold wusUoit uid dmutid studds m tht cmbridcrd 
Lmsoni ut my shunetsc I wear a ( undlia Jipomky m my 
button ole inel h i\c a double barrcld ojicri ghs, so big that 
1 make I minims my sand nun bung it in the other tibb 
"What an rg%trom> cvalushn thu Bawdy Carttr is! If 
those four gils irt finis, Itlhoni is sutnly ih« fairy Quecnd 
She tan do all th it itu > and sonu think Lhey can't 

l here s an mdisuihtc gnu abouK^< r, and Carlottv my sweet 
( arlotty, she si ts m> ut in Manis 
1 Ow that Miss IlemU was noddm and wmkin at me out of 
thtir bov on the fourth u u ? 

•' What linx 1 s she must a\ \s it I could mount up there ! 

“ P S — 1 dkmg of noHnemq hup t the St Helenas walked 
up 4 per cent this very d w 
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"*nd 7ufy Rodf* my bay oss Desperation in the park. 
There was me. Lord George Ringwood (IxDrd Cmqburs son). 

•Lord Ballybunmon. Honorable Capnng I rap A sevial bother 
young swells, Sir John's tnmdgc there in co use Miss Hemly 
lets Call her booky as I pass, and I m obliged to get hod and 
pick it Slip, A gtt sploshed up to th# his llu g<ttm on 
hossbatkagm is hnlwiys tin juia & hill Just as I wnshon, 
Desperation Ik gins i pornng the hnr with his (.hit and sinks 
down so on hts unlit s th u 1 m blist if 1 didn t slip hoff agin 
over his t ul , at which Hall vbunn ion A the hother chaps rord 
With lafter 

M *As lVilly has ist it# s in Queen s C ounty, 1 vi put him on 
the St Helena direction We call it tin Or# it St He l#na 
Napoleon Junction Jrom Jamestown to Long wood I he 
hrcndi arc taking it hup hi iptrly 


''OthJuIv —Dined to-day at the london Iavin with one of 
the Welsh bords of Direction 1 in bon The Cwrwmwrw & 
Plmwyddlywm v ith lunmls through Snowdmg and Phnhm 
nung 

“ Great nashnallny of tourst *\p Shmkin m the chair, Ap 
I Iwydd in the viu Welsh mutton foi dinner, Welsh iron 
knives and forks , WeLsh rabbit after dinn< r inci i Welsh 
harper, be hanged to hnn he went struinmmt on bis hojous 
hinstrumcnt, and plnved a toon pigulurly disignebh to me 

H It was Pore Maty Hann I he clam* holmo t choaked me 
ES 1 tried it. and I very nearly vs* ftiyself ns T thought of her 
bewtifle blue is.^ Why /wwJ*Vlwa\s tlnnkin about that gal? 
Sasiety is sasiety, its lors i/nrresistabl Has a mm of rank f 
can't marry a semng made What would C mqbars and Pally 
btinmon say? 

M PS —1 don't like the way that f mqbars has of borroing 
money. & halways making me pay th# bilk S ven pound six it 
tbe * Shipp/ Grmntdge, which I dont t grudge it, for Derby 
stake's brown Otk is the best m i rup , nine pound three at the 
'Trafflygar/ and seventeen pound sixteen and nine at the * Star 
and Garter/ Richmond, with the Countess St Emilion A the 
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Baroness l rontignac Not one word of French coojd I Speak, 
and in consquince had notbmk to do but to make myself 
halmoat sick with heating hices and desert, while the bothers < 
were chattering and parlyvoomg 
11 Ha ! 1 remember going to Onnmdge once with Mary Haim* 
when we were more hippy (after a walk in the park, Where we 
ad one gingv beer betwigst us), more appy with tea and a 
simple snmp tlun with hall this splendor 1 


' July 24 -My first floor ipartminue ui the Halbiny is now 
kimpU t< ly itid cliascly fui msh< d -the drormg room with yellow 
sat ting and silver lur the churn and sophics- -hemrall green 
tabbimt cut tings witli pink vilvtt and goold borders & 
firing* s , a light blue Ilaxmmstcr C arpit, imbroydtrcd with 
tulips, tables, stern urt* cunsoks , as handsome as goold 
can mike them, ind candlesticks and shoulder* ot the purest 
ilormolew 

4 lhc Diningroom furniture is all h oal, British Hoak 
round lg^unding tible like a trick ma Pintmnmc, iccomma 
duing my numbci lion; 8 to 24--10 which it is my wish to 
restrict my p irtic*> C urtmgs crinising d uuosK C h lirs enrasing 
mynxky Porincks of my fivoritc great m n decorau the 
wall— nuucl), the Duke of Wellington I here s four of his 
Grace 1 oi 1 vi rein irked that it )ou wish to p us for a man 
of weight and considritition you should holvviys pritse and 
quote him 1 have i \ illuble one htkwise of my Queend, ami 
a ol Prince HalUrt- h iJShfyeki Martial and hatso as a pnvat 
Gent 1 despise the vulg tr that arc dajjy hullered aginst 
that lgsolted Pottcnnt Iktwigxt the Pnns & the Duke hangs 
me in the Uniform of the Ctnqbar Malm*. of wiucb Lmqbars 
his made mt Luptmg 

“ 1 ht Libery is not yet done 

" But the Bedd roomb is the Jem of the whole. If yott 
could but see it I such a Bedworr » he a Shyval Dressing Glass 
festooned with Walanscens l-ace, and lighted up of evenings 
with rose coloured tapers. Goold dressing case and twites of 
Dn&ding Chen) My bed white and gold with cartings of 
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pink aim) silver brocayd held up a top by a goold Qpid who ' 
mm& always a smilin angilhcly boo me has I lay with my £4 
# oft my pttter ball sarounded with the finest Mechlin 1 have a 
own roan, a yurh under him, 3 groorabs, and a fimtnnlc for the 
Hpuse # l*ve 7 osses m core if 1 hunt this winter I must 
increase rov Ixtabhshment 

" M IX — Hevery think looking well in the City Saint 
Helenas, xs pm , Madagascan;, 9$ , Saffron Hill and Rookery 
Junction, 24, and the new line* in prospick equity incour 
aging * 


"People phansy its hall giutv and pit asure tht life of us 
foshnabblt gems ibom lownd— Rut 1cm t* 11 im its not hall 
goold that gluttrs They don t know our mommts of hagony, 
hour ours of Muddy ind refkeshun I lx y little think when 
they Jiamts dc li Piuche Lxquirc worhng round In a 
walee at Halnuix with I„nty Uann ur lazaly stepping a kidrill 
with Lady Jam poring hdigint nothin* into tht Countess s 
hear at dinner, or gilloptn ins ht^ De«.prr ition hover tht 
exorcism ground m the Park,— they tittk think that leader Of 
the tong, scaminkly so reckliss, is a careworn maim ' and yet 
$0 it is 

"Imprymus I vc been ableged to g<t up all the etom 
plfshments at double quick, & to applv myself with tretmenjuous 
energy 

"first,— in border to give myself a hidetr of what a gentle- 
man rcety is. I've read the novvk of Pelham six times and 
am to go through it 4 tunes mo*- ,c 

M I practis ndm and tbfyrffxjmrmicnt of ' a steady ind & a 
sure seat across C ounirv issijiumslv 4 times a week, at the 
Hippydnmi Ridoig Grounds Many s the tumbil I ve ad and 
the oktng boms 1 ve Mifftrcd from, though 1 was grinxun m the 
Park or lailm at the Opra. 

• "Every morning from 6 till 9, the innatattncc of Halbofiy 
may have been surprised to hear the sounds of music i&huing 
from the apartmmcc of Jcam^s de la Piuche, Esquire, Letter 
Hex It’s my dancing master from six to nine we have 
wakes aftd politics— at nine 4 wangtung & depotment/ as he 
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4 calls it , & the manner of hen term g a room, complimenting tfye 
ost and ostess & compelling yourself at table. At mite I beater 
from my dressing room (his to a partv), 1 make my bow— my' 
mister (hes a Marquis m 1 ranee and ad mijrfartlftS, be mg 
connected with young Iiwy Ncjwkum) rtseaves me— I had- 
w into - speak abowi tht wr uher A the toppix of the bky in an 

* legant A cussory m mnir Hrt kfst is enounced by Fitzwarren, 
my mann - we prank to the festive bord -rompluntnce is 
igschangal with tht m inner of drinking wind idressing your 
neighbour, employing >our ntpking A finger glas, Ac And 
then wt fall to brehfst whin 1 promrniss you the Marquis cjon't 

• at lik« a commomr He savs I m gottn on very wt 11— soon I 
shill I* al>k lomfcitr ptoplt lobnkAi like Mr Mills, my ri vie 
in llilbiny, Mi Micuilv (who wr»*ii that swat hook of 
balk ts 1 he I iy s of II trident Hum } A th< gre it Mr Kodgers 
himself 


“The above was wroti somr wetks back I have given 
brekfsts sins then tiglu Deshury\ I hive ad Laris and 
Yeounts- Hamits as many as I those and the pick of the 
Railwiy world of winch I form 1 memlwr Last Sunday was 
a gi tnd I ah 1 hid Ur Flat of my friends the display was 
sumptious tht romp in v rtshinhv Lvt ly thing that DtlUxy 
could suggt st w as prov idetl bv Cnintt r 1 h ul a ( ounttss on 
piy right A (the C rainless of W iggk sbury that loveliest and 
most dashing of St iggs who m iv bt rail d the Railway Queend, 
is m> fru ml Utorge II — is the Riulw ly King) on my left 
the LiUy Hlimlu Blucnaa^Pnna lowrowdo the great Sir 
lluddlcstont 1 uddlt stone fiom^t North and a skoar of the 
fust of the f tshn I was in mv fburv — tht dear Countess and 
Lady Rhnch< was dying with lading at my jo»\ and fun— I 
was keeping the whole table m a roar -when there came a ring 
at my door bill, ind sudnh Pitrwamn my man, benters with 
an air of consuuution 1 liens sonubodyat tht door,' says 
he, m a visper 

* Oh its that dear Ladv Homily * says I 'and that taxy 
msklt of a lmstund of hers Trot them in F itrwarren ' (for you 
vt by this time I had adopted quite the manners and beaie of 
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the wtrtttcwy).— And so, gomg out, with a look of wonder he 
returned presently enouncing Mr dr Mrs. Bloclder 
• “I turned gasbly pail Hie table— the guests— the Counties 
— Towrouski, and the rest weald round & round before *my 
hogjtatod Is It was mv G/andmather and IiuiuU Rill She 
Is a wa£hcrwonwin it Healing Common, and he- be keeps a 
vegetable donkeys irt 

M Y, Y hadn t John, the tiger, igsrluderi tlum? lit had 
tried. Rut tin unconscious, though worthy meters ndwaneid 
in spue of him, Ur nclc Dill bringing m the old lady grinning 
on ) ik harm 
*' Phansy my fedm< 1 


* fnmrigm when these unfortnu momlicrs of my famly 
htntrnd tin room you nnv phansy the ixionnishincni of till 
nobil comp my picsnt Old Urmii looked round the room 
quite estoundt\l by its horientll* spltndur, <ind huncle Rill 
(pulling off his ph until, & st- luting the comp my as nsptikfly 
as his wulgu nitnr would ilow) saw-- Crikey Jcamts you ve 
got a better birth here lln.11 vou ad when you wire m tin 
plush and powder line Iry 1 ftw of them plow rs hf»gs, 
sir, I says whishtng I m ashtamed to soy that somelhmk 

would choke huncle. B ind I hojx m im, now vou\e 

ad the kindnusS to wu>it mi, a little refreshment wont be out 
of your way ' 

" Ibis I said, dctumrmnd to put a good Iasi on the matter , 
and because in hcrly times Id s *td 1 gieat ckal of kindniss 
from the hold lady which Should lie 1 roig to forgit She 
paid for im schooling, ^<Sc got up my fine lintnng gratis, 
shes given me many Ac nnny -i lb, and mauys tht lime in 
app) appy days when me and Mirth inn has Liken tea But 
never mind that M *m,' siys 1 you must be tired hdfter 
your Wk 

"'Walk? Nonsincc Jaimes, siys she us Sunday ft I 
came m, in the cart*' Black or green tea maam>' says liu 
waiftn, intarupLng her And \ will say the ft Her showed his 
notice ft good breeding in this difhcklt moirunk ! for bed 
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hal ready silenced huncle Hill, whose mouth was now full of 
tmiffinx am. Blowny sftimg 1\ rrigole pie, and other delhxne*. 

"Wouldnt you like a little somethin k in your tea, Mam/ c 
siye th it sly wagg C tncjlars 4 He knows what I likes, replies 
tht hawfle hold Lady, pmting to me (which I knew it very well, 
having often seen her t ike 1 glass of hojous gtn along 4 with her 
Hohfie), and so 1 ms abloiged to hoi dr r 1 itzwarren to bring 
round tht lieu res and to help my unfortmt rellatif to a bumper 
of Ollands She to<t it hoH to the dth of the company giving 
a smack with her lipps ttfttr slu d emtied the gins which very 
nearly caused me to phamt with hagny But, luikaly for me, 
sht dtdu t igspose herself much farther for when C inqbars 
was pressing her to tike another gins l cried out, ‘Don't, my 
ljyrd, on winch old Or inn hearing him tdressrd by his tulc, 
cried out, ‘A torri 1 o liw 1 ind got up and mack him a 
cutsy, and coodnt lx* ptswided to speak another word fhc 
presents Of the nobU gent hr asidentl) m uU her uneery 

M Thr t ountiss on mv right and had shownt svmtm«f o f 
ixtreani disgust at th< beaywour of my relations, and hiving , 
called for her tarridgc, got up to least the room with the 
most dignified hair I, of coar«< rose to conduct her to her 
weoktc Ah whit a contrast it was 1 There it stood, with 
stars and g irU rs hall hover the panncls the fnotmm in peach- 
coloured ntes tin bosses worth 3 hundiul a piece — and there 
stood the horrid iinnen-cirt with 'Mary Hlodder, laundress, 
haling Multilist s,' wrote on the Lord ind waiting till my 
itiondmd old pannt should tome out 

' C lmjbars insisted ujx>n helping her *n <*ir Huddlestone 
1 uddlestone the gn it tximet horn tht North, who great ns 
ho is is as suwpid ns a howl looked on hardly trusting his 
goggle 1 s is they witnewod the scan But little lively good 
nattrd Uidv Kitty Quuksct was going away with the 
C ountiss lu Id lur little A out at\wr camdge to me and said, 
•Mr Dt It Blue he you are \ much better mm than I took 
you to lie Though her ladyship u horrified, ft though your 
Grandmother dtd nkt gin for breakfast, dont give her up. 
No one eur came to lurm yel for honoring thur fatten ft 
mother 

"And this was a sort of consolation tty me and I observed 
that all the good fellers thought none the wuss of me, CSnqbars 
said I was a trump for sticking up for die old washer woman • 



C J HAVES DE LA PLUCHE. 519 

Lord George GHU said she should have his Ironing , and so 
they cut their joar, and t let them But it was a great releaf 
•to my mind when the cart drove hoff 

u There was one pint which my Grandmother observed and 
which, I muss say, I thought hckwise ' Ho, Jeames, says she, 
4 hall those fine ladies in sattns and velvets is vtry well, but 
there's not one of em can hold a candle to Mary llann ’ 


•••Railway Spec is going on phamuslv You should we how 
polite they har at my bankers now 1 Sir Paul Pump Aldgatc, 
& Company They t>ow me out of the bank parlor as if 1 was 
a Nybobb Every body says Pm worth half a milltum The 
number of lines th<> re putting me upon is inkumseavable. 
Pvc put Fitzwarrcn, my man 1 pon sc\u"il Reginald Fit/- 
warren, Lsquire looks splendid in a perspectus and the niskle 
owns that he has made, two thowsnd 

M How the ladies, & men too, foller and flatter me f HI go 
into Lady Bmsis hopra box, she makes room for me who ever 
is there, and cries nut, * O do make room for that dear creature 1 ' 
And she complvments me on my taste in musick, or my new 
Broom oss, or the phansy of my wcskit, and always ends by 
asking me for some shares Old 1-ord Bamacres, as sulfas a 
poaker, as prowd as I-oosyfer, as poor as J 01 b— even heeondy- 
sends to be siwle to tlie great De la Pluchc and begged me at 
Harthur's lately, m his sollom pompus way, * to favor him with 
five minutes’ conversation ’ I knew what was coming—apphca 
tkm for shares— put him down on my private list Wouldn t 
mmd the Scrag End Junction passir- through Barcacres— hoped 
rd tome down and shoot ther^ 

** ! gave the old humbug/^ few shares out of my own pocket. 
* There, old Pride/ says I, ‘ I like to see you down on your 
knees to a footman There, old Pompossatyl Take fifty 
Mmd , I like to see /ou come cntiging and begging for it 1 
whenever 1 see him in a very public place I take my change 
for my money 1 digg him in the nbbs, or slap his padded bid 
shoulders. I call him, 4 Bareacres, mv old buck l 1 and I see 
him wince. It does my art good 
0 Pm m low sports. A disagreeable msadent has just occurred. 
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Lady Pump, the hankers, wife, asked me*to dinner l sat 
un her right, of course, with an uncommon gat aer me, with 
whom I was getting on in my fassanating way— -full of lacy ally ' 
(a* the M irquis says) and easy plcsntry Old Pump, from the 
tnd of the table, asked me to dnnk shampane # and on turning 
to tak the glass 1 saw ( hirlts Watkies (with womb I'd 
been imploded at ( olom .1 Spui rier s house) gnnnmg over his 
shoulder -\t the butU r 

' I he becst reek jms-d m< Has I w<is putting on my palto 
in the hall, he. came up ag un 1 Hvav dy doo, Jeames? says he] 
111 a findish vispt r • J ust come out here, Chawles says I, f 1 to 
a w ord fur you my old Ixjy So I bu koned him into Portland 
PI ict with my pus m m> hand, ai il l was going to give him a 
suturing 

* I think you sue! " Jennies/' i hawles, siys I ‘and gnud 
at nu at dinner 9 ' 

41 Why sir says he, * we re old friends you know ' 

" Take that lor Old friendship then says I, and I gave him 
just one on the noas, which sent him down on the pavemint as 
if hi d been shot \nd mounting myjesticly into my cabb, I 
left the r« st of the grinning scoumhilL to pick turn up, & droav 
to tlic Clubb 


"Hate this dty Kimpltntrd 1 little Uur with my friend 
George K irl Bireaert s. which 1 trust will be to the advantidge 
both of »t If He that nobk g< nt Arijtmng the Iiartacre propp&ty 
is a small piece of land of Ifcout 100 aert s, nailed bquallop Hill, 
igsitding adv intageuus for the cb^vaiion of sheep, which have 
been found to hiv< a picktwkir firlte£ flavour from the natur of 
the gm , tv iue, lu uhir, and other hodarefariL, plants which 
grows on ih it mounting in the pi ices where the rox and stones 
don t prtvt nt them 1 hi sties here is also remarkable fine, and 
the land is aKo divided hoff by luxunent Stone Hedges— much 
more usefit tnd lekononnUe than vour quickset or an) of that 
rubbishing sort of timber indeed the slle is of that fine mUUr, 
that timbt r rt fits* s to grow tht re altogether l gave Bareaoes 
50/ an acre for this land (the igsact premium of my St, Helena 
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Sh*res)~-a verfkmdsora price for land which never yielded two 
stoUmgs an acre , and very convenient to his Lordship 1 know, 
who had a WtJ coming due at his Bankers which he bad given 
them. James dc la Pluche, Esquire, is thus for the fust tithe a 
landed propria tor —or rnyther, 1 should say is about to reshume 
the rant St dignity in the country which his Haticcstors so long 
occupied" 

“ 1 have caused one of our ingmcars to make me a plann of the 
Squailop Estate, Diddlesexshire, tlie property of &c Ac , bordt red 
on the North by Ix>rd Bireacres s Country , on the West by Sir 
Gipnby Growler , on the South by the Motion An Arkytect & 
Survare, a young feller of great emaglnation, womb wc ha\c 
employed to make a survey of the Gn-at Caffr man line, has built 
me a beautiful Villar (on paper), Plush ton Hall Diddlestx the 
ant of I de la P , Esquire, The house is represented a hand* 
some Itallian Strucicr, mibusmd m woods and circumwentcd by 
beautiful gardings There* a lake in front w uh IxMtsful of nobil 
laty and musitions doting on its placid suffice — and a curricle Is 
a driving up to the grand hmtrancc, and me in it with Mrs* , or 
perhaps I-ady Hangelana de la Pluche I sptak idwisedly / 
may be going to form h noble Junction I m.iv lx (by mamdge) 
going to unigbt my family once more with Harrystoxv, from 
which mi&fortn hu for some sentries separated us I have dreams 
of that sorb 

M lve scan scvral times m a dalitiflc \u»hn a setting ft l, 
standing m a hatniude of iienny diction, and ntufymg my union 
with a sorting butifle young 1 td> , his daughn r Phansy Mr or 
Sit Jeames and I ady Mangclma de la Pluche I Ho* what will 
the bid washy woman, my grandmother, siy? Sbt may sell her 
mangle then, and shall too by my honour as a Gent 


u As for Squailop Mill, its not to lx enmdgmd that 1 was 
going to give 5000 1b for a bleak mounting like that, unless 1 
M some ideer in vew Ham X not a Director of the Grand 
Diddlcsex? Don t Squailop lie amed lately betwigst Old Bone 
House, Single Gloster, and Scrag End, through which cities our 
Ihse passes? I wiU have 400,000 lb for that mounting, or my 
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name is not Jeannes 1 have arranged <t little barging toofcsrtuy 
friend the Erl The line will through a hangfe of Bareacre 

Park He shall have a good compensation I promis yptt » and 
then I shall get back the 3000 1 1« nt him His bankers account, 
1 fear, is m a horrid state 


[The Diary now for several days contains particulars of no 
interest to the public — Memoranda of City dinner?— 
meetings of Directors - fashion iblc pirties in which Mr 
Jeanies figures and nearly alwav^ by the suit, of his new 
friend, Ia>rd Hareams whose ' pompo&saty,’* ns pre- 
viously described, stems to haw rimoat t nurtly subsided ] 


Wc then come to the folloing — 

M Wnhaprowrl and thinkih Art I copy off this morning’s 
Gyutt the folloing news — 

" ' Commission sigmd by the T<ord Lieutenant of the County 
of Diddlestx 

" ' Jamfs Augustus df i a Pt icm , I squire, to be Deputy 
I teuton vnt 

" North lhddUsox Regiment of \ eomanry C ivalry 

11 'James Augustus dc la Pluche, Lsquin , to be Captain, vie i 
Blowhfird, promoted. " 

“And his it so? Ham* I indeed a landed propnatoc— a 
Dcppaty Lcftnant—a Capttng ? Miy I halend the Cart of my 
Smring! and dror t, sayber m m^v country’s defens? I wish 
the 1 rench wwr/ land, and mo it the head of my squadrmg on 
my boss Desperation How 1 d cxtonish em I How the gals 
will sum whin they see me in voumform! How MaryHaon 
would - but nonsince * I m hitways thinking of that pore gbL 
Sht s left Sir Tohn s* She couldn’t abcar to stay after I went, Fve 
boerd sav I hope die s got a good place Any sutum of money 
that would sett her up in bisoiss, or make her com&rabte, I’d 
conn down with like 1 mann I told my gronmother so, Who 
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**4* tor, ahd rode down to Healing on porposr on Deapafattoo 
tdlcave a five lb ncut in an anvylopc Dm she* sent tt back, 
sealed with a thimtal? *' 


M Tuesday Reseavd the following letter from l^ord B , 

rcUatiff to m\ presntition at Cort und the Youiuform I shall 
wear on that hospicmus scrnmony — 

♦ 

,f * Mt nr « Df m rLrc in — 

n 'I ihmk you lnd better 1 m* presented is 1 Deputy I icu- 
trnant As for the DirhlWx \i*onntin, \ hardly know what 
the uniform is now The last time \vc were out was in 1803 
when the Prints of W lit s n \u aj d us, and \vh< n wc won. I rtnch 
grey jackets 1» athers nd morocco In* its, crimson pelisses, brass 
helmets with ieopaid skin and \ wh»n plume, and the r < gul 1 lion 
pig-tail of eight' tn indue Hut dress will hardly answer at 
present, and must be modified, of course Wt were called the 
White leathers, m those diys I* or mv pan, I decidedly re- 
commend thr Dc puty Lit uten uil 

M, I shall lx- happy to prr sent sou at the T-evde and at the 
Drawing room I sdy Ban at res will lx in town for the 13th, 
with Angelina, who will lx, presented on tint diy My wife has 
heard much of sou and is anvious to make jour acquaintance 
*• * AH mv people are backward with their rents for Heaven's 
sake, my dear fellow, lend me fivt hundred and oblige 
" * Yours scry grat* full v 

1 Bari acres ' 

** Kate — Bareacres m^press me about the Dcpity Txftnant ; 
bat fnt for the cawlery " 


Jowly will alwn>s be a saend anmwussarv with me It was 
In that month that I Ixtcamc per&nally ccquamtid with my Pnns 
tm4 my gracious Sovannk. 
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44 Long before the hospftious event aeurd, you tjwy miadgin 
that my busm was in no tricing flutter Sleaplis of nights , 1 1 
past them thinking of the great cwent— or if igsosted n&tur dtd 
clothes my highhds— the t ycdt ar of my waking thoughts pevaded 
rny slummcrs Corts, I rb, prcsn tat ions, Goldstix, gracious 
Sovarmx mcngling in my dru.rnbs unceosnly I blush it* say it 
(for humin pmumpshn ru vtr surd) igscedcd that of my wicked 
wick id vishn), one night I actwlly dremt that Her R II the 
Princess Halhs was grown up and that there was a Catuxut 
Counsel to rktummtn whtthcr her & was to be bestoad on 
me or the Prins of Sax-Muffinluiuscn-Pumptnsitcin a young 
Proothn or Germing /10 \ of nobilUtv I ask umly jxirding for 
this hordauous itletr 

" 1 said in rny fomirnr r< mar\ tint I had daummmed to be 
pre*ntrd to the nottis of mv r* stared Sovirtng m a nuhnury 
coschewm The ( ourt shoots 111 whu h Siwlluns attend a Ixvy 
air so uncomnung hkt tht th' Jivrx s fojous wud l I 8 to put 
it down) I used to wear U fori imcring sosnty, tint I couldnt 
abide the notium of wearing on< My dc ammunition was 
fumly fi\t to apttr as a Nominry < antrv Hoffiscr, in thcgillcant 
youniform of the North Diddlesex Hu/zas 
,# Has that rerlgmtni had not bun out sins 1803 I thought 
myself quite hothtn/td to m ike slk h h dterations in tlu >oum 
form ns shuited thi presnt turn and my mclured and «1)gmt 
taste Pig-talc-s was out of the question I nts 1 was detum- 
mined to nuntun My ltgg is pnps the fimst pint about me, 
ami I was nsolvcd not to Itidc it unde r a Iwoshk 

" i pluxt on scarlt t ttus th« n tmbndcnd with goold as I 
have seen Widduomb wtir them it Hashkvs when me and 
Mary Hann used to go thtrt Ninety six guineas worth of 
rich goold lace and cord did l have m> hindering hall hoser 
those shopt rb magvprevsables 

"Yellow marocky Hcshn Nxsts,\i:l eels, goold spurs and 
goold tossles is bigg a* bclpulls 
"Jackit -Pnnth gra) and silver onnge fasmgs & cuphs, 
according to the old pain , Ixlt green and goold, tight round 
my pusn, & stUin bod the ctnictry of my figgar not duadvi** 
tajusiy 

"A huzza paleese of puppk \u»u & sable fir A sayber of 
Demaskus steal, and a sakrtash (in which I kep tny Odi* 
clone and tmbndcrcd pocket ankcrchcr), ki topical my aooo* 
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ferments, wbxh, without vannaly, was, I flatter myself, 
j puak* 

u Bat the crownding triumph was my hat I couldnt wear 
a cock At The huxxahs dont use cm I wouldnt wear the 
hojoig old brass hiruet A Lcppardskin* 1 choax a hat which 
is dear to the memry of hevery Bnttn , an at which was in- 
vented by my f ei Id Marsh ]e and adord Pnns , an At which 
vulgar fnjifas &* faulting has in sane ctempted to run down 
t chose the H <\ w R r \i 1 didnt tell Ba reacres of this 
cgsabixhn of loilty intending to su» prtsc him The w hite ptoorn 
Of the West Diddkstx Yommgry 1 fixt on the topp of this 
Sbacko, w hi re it spread hout like a shaving brush 

"You may lx: sun that lx tor the fitlc da> arrived, I didnt 
mglcct to prulux my put will, and hul scvral rehustles, as 
they sav 

' Ilm wax the way 1 ustd to dress myself in n»\ full togs. 
I made Pit/w wren, my Uxldv servant st md at the dor and 
Jigger ns iht Ix>rd m W uting I put Mr* Blokcr, my laundress, 
m m> grand h irm ch ur to repr im nt lh< horgust piwn of my 
Sovrlng, fredtrik my see knd min, st Hiding on her left, in 
theluttaiudc of m illusirus Prins Consort Hall the Candles 
were lighted 1 Captain d*. la PI uhe, presented by Herl Bare 
atres, fitzwamn my nun igscluimtd, ax idwincing I made 
obuxtns to the thrown V ilm on one nci , T cast a glans of 
unhuttanblt Unity towards the British Crownd, then stepping 
gracefully hup (my Dimaxcus Si miter would git betwigst my 
Jigs, in so domk which at fust wis wery disitgretble) — rising 
hup grasclly, 1 say, 1 flung a look of manly but resjxakfl 
bornirntch lords my Pnns ind then dlygnily ntri Utd backards 
out of the Rod Pn st nts 1 k* p my y suvnts hup for 4 hours at 
this gdym the night Ixforc m> prtsniation and yet 1 was the 
hist to lx* hup with the snnna 1 toodnt ska p that night By 
Vbowt ax o clock in thadSiornmg I was drest in my full uniform , 
and I didnt know how to pass thi mu naming hours 

w ‘My (imimiotiier has.nl seen me m full phigg/ says t ‘It 
Will wjoicc that pore old sole to behold one of her race so suxesfU 
In life Has I a\e read in the noale of " Kennltwortb, * that 
the Her! goes down m Cort dress ami extoneshes Hamy Robsart, 
I will £9 down in all my *pkt\d<*T and astound my old washy* 
woman of A Gramuother To make this dctumnubation , to 
border my Broom, to knock down Predeitck the groomb for 
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delaying to bring it , was with me the wuck of a roomint the 
next sor os galhant a cavylecr as hever rode in a cabb, skewering 
die road to Hailing 

44 1 arrived at the well knew n cottich My himcle washahsent 
with the cart , but the dor of the bumble eboad Mood £open> 
and 1 passed through the little girding where the close was 
hinging out to dry My snowy plooru was ablc^gcd to bend 
under the lowly porch as I hcntcred the ipartmint 
44 There was a smell of tea then th* re s always a smell of tea 
there— the old lady was it her Itohec as usual I advanced 
tords her , but ha 1 ph ms> my cxtunuhtntnl when I sor Maty 
Hann * 

44 1 halmost faintid with hum tion Ho, JearneO (she has 
said to me subsquintly) 4 morti il mann n \cr looked so bewtifie 
os you did when you armed on th» day ot the Lt\y You wire 
no longer mortial ) ou w< rt diw me I 
* R f whit lit tk Just is the Hirtist his done to my numtly 
rtractions in the gnxe camkuurt ht s made of mi " 


44 Nothing, perhaps cv* r cn tied so gr«. 11 1 sensashun is aiy 
hentranu to St Je \m* i, s, on the d i> of the 1 cvy The luckish 
Hambnsdor himself w is not so much rein irked as my shuperb 
turn out 

Asa Miltentary min and a North Diddlcst* Huiza, I was 
resolved to tome to th< gtound on hovsliu JL I hid Desperation 
phlgd out ns a charger, and got 4 Meknt« r> druses from OHy 
well Strut, in which I drest my 2 men ( f itzwarren hout of livry, 
woculnt stand it) and a filltrs fron Rentes where my bosses 
stand at livr) I rode up St ]c imes * Street, with ms 4 Hody- 
mugs— the people himaving -the giU wiving thur handkoS 
chers, as if 1 were n 1 oring Pans — h tlic winders crowdid to 
see me pass, ^ 

M I he guard must have taken me for 1 Hempror at leasts 
when I came, for the drums beat and the guard tamed out and 
seluted me with presented harms. 

41 What a mornmk of inumth it was 1 1 sprung myJesticJdy 
from Desperation I giv the rams to one of my horderhes, and* 
satewtlng the crowd, l past into the presets of my Most Qraetouff 
Mrs. 

44 You, peraps, miy igspect that l should namut at tenth tfc* 
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gackmsiapaas of my hawjmce with the British Crown But I am 
OOtNjne who would gratnfy imputuunt < uramaty Rispcct for 
Our reekonlred Install wtions n my fust cjuallaty I, for one, wilt 
dye rallying round my Thrown. 

“ Suffise n to say when I stood m the Horgust Promts*— 
wben^t sor on the right & of my H imperial Sovnng that Most 
Gracious Prms, to idnurc womb has been the chief Objick of my 
life, my busurn was scistd with m imotium winch my Penn 
rifewses to dixatbe— my trembling knees ImUnost nfused thur 
hoffis— 1 reckleck nothing mor until 1 was found pbamting m 
the harms of the Lord Chanibcrhng * Sir Robert Peal apnd to 
tie standing b> (1 knew our wuthy Pnmimer by Punch s picturs 
of him igspecially his hgb) and he was conwussing with a m.in 
of wotnb I shall si> nothink, but tint he is i Hero of a hundred 
files, and hertry file he Jit ke one Nc all say lint I elude to 
Harthur of Wulhrpting * I mtrotuiad imsclf to these Jents, 
and intend to improst the cquuntanct and i*r ips ast Gmmuit 
for a 11 irnetcy 

“But there was anoth r pusn womb on thi* drormg room I 
fost h id the imp passable dahte to beold 1 his was that Star 
of fashing that Sin< cun of neighbouring i s ns Mi 1 ting observes, 
the econiphsht I ady Hnng« hna JhMkwood daughter of my 
exlent fn nd, Jonn Otorgt Godfri) de Bullion 1 1 tittle wood, Earl 
Of llareicrts Boron Southdow n m the Pttndgt of the United 
Kingdom, Baron I hggismorL in Seoilind, K 7 , Lord Left- 
nam of me county of Diddles* k &c Ki I his young lady wens 
with her Noble Ma, when 1 was kinductrd tords her And 
surely never lighted on this h<*anh i mure dihghtfte vishn In 
that gullixy of Bewty the Lady IHngthm w is the fairest Star— 
in that rcath of Loveliness the sweetest Rosebud * Port Mary 
Hann, my Art s voung affeckshns had been senterd on thee , 
but like water through a siw, her uniuidgt disupcared in a 
taomtnk, and left me in^nsd in tlie pr« sms of Hangebna 

“Lady Bareacres made me a in v jest it k bow— a grand and 
hawfie puanogc her ladyship is with a Roming Nose, and an 
enawmus ploom oi Host ridge phcthirs, the fare Hangelma 
Smiled with a sweetness ptrfiekly Ixwhildring and said, *0, 
Mr. De la Pluchc, I in so delighted to make your acquaintance 
1 have often heard of you 

“ 1 Who, aays I ' has mentioned my insiggnificknt igsistanoe 
tf> t«he Bur Lady Hangelma? kcl bonure igsUame poor mwcmP 
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(ror you sec I've not studdied ' Pelham * for nothink, and km 
lunt a few French phraces, without which no Cent of fashn 
duties now ) 

M ' O/ replies my Lady, 1 it was papa first , and tfeft a 
very old fraud of yours * 

* 14 Whose name is,* says I, pusht on by my stOopid tsuraw- 
saty— 

M * Hoggins— Mary Arm T Ioggms '—ansurred my Lady (laffing 
phit to sphtt ht*r little sides) ' ' She is my nmd Mr De la 
Pluohe, and I m afraid you are a very sad sad person 1 

*' # A men baggy tell says I ' In fommer days l was 
equamtal with that young worn in but Inhered Mickmstandfes 
have sepparatul us for Inver, and m<m? curt u» irratretvably 
fcrdfii' els* w hi re ' 

*' Do tell me ill about it Who n» it? When was it > We 
are all dying to know ' 

11 Since about two minnits and the Ludys name begins with 
a //»/ savs I looking hir tenderly tn thi fut, and conjnng up 
hall the f tssa.ii itions of m\ smile 

" 1 Mr Dt U Pluche here said a gentleman in whiskers and 
nnstathes standing by , hadn t you lx tti r take your spurs out 
of the lountiss of fhrracns s train ? — Never mind mamma's 
train' (said I uly Hangihna) # this is the gnat Mr De la 
Fluchc, who is to inakt all our fortunes— yours too Mr Dc la 
Pluohe, Ut me presmt you to Captain Cn^orgc Silvertop ’ — 
The ( aptmg bint just one jmt of his luck very slitfly, I 
return! his stare with oqtirtl hotlines* *(>o anti sre for Lady 
Bcuftncres's camdge Geo rgc/ says his I ordship , and vispers 
to me * a <■ ousm of ours— a poor relation ' bo J took no noti$ 
of the feller whin he came back nor in my sulxsqiunt visits to 
Hill Street, whin it seems a knife and fork was laid reglar for 
this shabby Captmg " 


** Thmduy A t$hl — O Hangclina, Hmgehna, my pasha for 
you hogmems daily ! 1 ve bean with her two the Hopra. t 
*ent her a hewlifle Camellia Jvpomky from Covn Cording, wall 
a request she would wear it In her raving Air I woar another 
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f m Day butnole. Evns, what wu my sattusfacksha as l leant 
h^ier her chair, and igsammimsd the house with my gU$ ! 

"She was as sulky and silent as pawsble, however— would 
scarcely speck , although I kijoled her with a thowsnd little 
pksntnrt I spose it was because that wulgar rasklc Silvertop 
wood *ay m the box As if he duln know (Lady B s as deaf as 
a poast and counts for nothink) that people somhmes Uke a 
totytaty ‘ 


"** tnduy — ! was slot pies all night I gave went to my feel- 
ings m the tailoring lines— there s a Imr out of Balfe s Hopera 
that shes fond of 1 edapted them to that nicllady 
“She was m thi dronng room alone with Lady B She was 
wobbling at the pvanna as I hentered I Hung the convasation 
Upon mew sick , slid I sung injvtlf (I vc ad lesns lately of Signor 
TwankydiMo) , and on her rekwi sling me to favur her with 
somcthink, I bu.tout with my pom 


** 'WHEN MOONLIKE ORL 1HL II AZURE SEAS 

tl ' \\ hen moonhke ore the hazurc seas 
In soft iffulgcnct swells, 
ht n silver jews and balmy breaze 
Ilend down the 1 ily s bells , 

When calm and dtap, the rosy sleap 
Has lapt your soal in drtems, 

R Hangthnc 1 R lady muu, * 

Dost thou rt member J fames? 

u f I mark trtee in the Marble AH, 

W here Lnglands loveliest shine— 

1 sa> the fairest of them hall 
U Lady H angel me , 

Mv «ouI, in desolate eclipse 
With recollection teems - 
And then I bosk, with weeping lips. 

Dost thou remember Jearues? 

L 2 
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“ • Away! I may not tell thee hall 
Th^ sougbnng heart endures— 

There is a lom ly spcrnt call 
That borrow never cures , 

There i$ a little little Star, 

That ^till above me beams , 

It Is tlu Mar of Hop* —but ar I 
Dost thou remember fames’’ 

u When 1 came to iht list words ' Dost thou remember 
Jc e e ants? 1 1 threw such an ig^picsshn of unuttrable tenderqiss 
into the shake at the land, that Iluigchna could bare it no 
roori \ bust of uncurntrolhMi * mot mm seized her She put 
her ankcrcher to her face and 1« ft the room I heard her iafhng 
and sobbing Imttnckly m the btdwor 

’ O Hangehna— My idord one, My Arts joy I ' 


"Barcacres, me, the ladies of the Tandy, with thtir sweet 
Southdown Bs eldest son md Creorge Silvertop, the shabby 
Cnpung (who seems to git Inf from las ndgnnnt whtnhevcr he 
ltjkc»)i have txenc down into Diddlcsex for a few di>s, enjymg 
the s paw lb of the feild there 

" Nicer having done much m the gunning line (since when ft 
hmnasent boy, me and Jim C ox used to go out at Healing, and 
shoot sparitv* in iht Ldges with a pistlc) — I was reyther dowtfle 
ns to my suxr s ah a shot and practusd for some days at a stoughd 
bird in a shooting gallery which a chap histed up and down 
with a string 1 sugsended in itting the hanntmfe pretty well 
1 bought AwLtrs Shooting Guide, \' Q double guns at Mftnt* 
mgs, dnd salccted irom the licnch prints of fashn the most 
gawjus and ellvgant sport ting cbtllvmcnl A. life blue velvet 
and goold cap woar \ery much on one hear a cravatt of yafler 
& green imbroidcrcd satting a weskit of the McGngger plaid, ^ 
ft jacket of the McWbirtcr tartn (with large mothcrapur! butfts* 
cognised with coaches and esses, and sporting subjix), high 
leather gajters, and marocky shooting shoes, was the simple 
hdlymente of my costew m, and 1 flatter myself set hofif my 
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Agger in rayther a fayverable way t took down none of my 
own pnsaal iatablt$hmint except Fittwarrcn, my hone maim, 
And my grooms, with Desparation and mv curricle o^scs, and 
the Fottrgong containing my dressing case and close 
"1 gas hevftywhcre mtrojuiced m the county ib the great 
Railroad CappuliM, who was to make Dtddlesex the most 
prawsperous distnck of the hemptre The squires prest forrords 
to welcome the new comer amongst >m , and we had a Hagn 
cultural Me itlng of the ttnrencres tenantry, where 1 made a 
speech droring tears from heavery i It was m compliment to a 
laybortT who had brought up sixteen children uid lived sixty 
years on the istate on seven bobb a w<th 1 am not prowd, 
though I know my station I shook hands with th u monn m 
lavinder kidd gloves I told him that the purshun of h ignculture 
was the noblist hockupatiuns of humannaly 1 spoke of the 
yoratng of Henghnd, who (under tht com mind of my han 
cistern) had conquer* d at Iluljincourt k Crcssy and I gave 
bmi a pair o f new velvets n in ig pressibks with two and six in 
each pocket as a reward for three store yt ir, of labor b\U 
warren, mv man brought them fomrds on a sotting cashing 
Has T sat down defning l hears sell w led the horator , the band 
struck up * The Good Old b nglish (« nt'emnn I Jook« d to the 
ladies galry, my Hangclina waited hir nnkashtr and kissed 
her & , and I sor in the distans that pore Mary Hann (iected 
evidently to tcais by my dhquints 


"What an adwance that gal has made since shes been in 
Lady Hangclina' s company 1 bins, she wears her >oung luly s 
igsptoded gownds and dttired caps and ribbings, there s an 
ellyganceabowt her which is puffickly admirable, and winch, 
haddid to her own natral btwty & sweetmss, creates m my 
boozum sorting sensatmms Shor 1 I mu\tn t give way to 
fiadinx unwuthy of a member of the anstoxy V\ bat can she be 
SO me but a mear recklection -a vishn of former can.? 

( Tm blest if I didn mistake her for Hangclina herself yester- 
2 met her m the grand ColJydore of Bartacrts Castle. I 
sat A lady in a raelumcoily batuitudc gacing outawmder at the 
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setting sun which was cluimnatmg the (air pant and garding* 
of the hancient dt mean 

" ' Bcwchus Lady Hangehna,’ sa>s I— 'A penny ibf your * 
Ladyships thought, sa>s I 

u * Ho, Jearncs 1 IIo, Mr De la Pluche ! * ban wed a well- 
known %lce, with a haxnt of sadms which went to myar£ * You 
know what my thoughts art well enough I was thinking of 
happy happy old times, wh» n both of us were poo— poo— oor/ 
says Mary H*»n, busting out in a pint of crying a thing I cant 
abide I took her and and tried to cumft her I pinted out the 
diffrents of our sitawashns igsphoncd to her that prop^aty 
has its jewtrs is well as its pn vilctcln s and tnat wy juty clearly 
was to mirry into a noble f mily l k* p on Hiking to her (she 
sobbing and going hon hall the linn ) till Lady Hangelma her- 
sc If came up— * I he real Swung Ptwcr/ as they say ui the 
plav 

• There they stood together - them two young women I 
don t know which is the ansnmost I coodn help comparing 
them , and 1 coodnt help compering myself u> «t certmg 
Hnnimnle I ve read of, that found it diffitklt to make a choice 
betwigst 2 Bundles of A 


** That ungrateful becst Fittwarren— my oan man— a feller I ve 
maid i fortune for— a fcll< r I give 100 Ih per hannuni to 1— alow 
bred W dlydvslunibtr ! He must be thinking of tailing m love 
too! and treating nit to his impennee 
M IIes a great big nthlatic feller -six foot i, with a pair of 
black whiskers like 'iir-brushes— with a look of a Colonel in the 
hvniy— a dangerous pawmpus spoV.’i rasUe I warrunt you, 
I was coming ome from shutting this hifternpon — and passing 
through l«adv Hangeluns flour girding, who should I see In 
the summerouso, but M irv Harm pnt< ndm* to cm an ankyshr 
and Mr i itzwarren paying his cort to her? 

M, Vou may as well have me, Mary Hann/ says he ‘Tvt 
saved money We U take a pubhe-house and I*U make a lady 
of you I'm not a purse proud ungrateful fellow like Jesufces— » 
who s such a snob ('such a snobb was his very words 1) that 
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fift ashamed to wait on him— who's the laughing-stock of 
all the gantry nod the housekeepers room too— try a 
► man,' says he— 1 don't bt taking on about such a humbug as 
Jeames * 

“ Here young Joe the koaper's sun* who w is c arrying my 
hagg, Bust out a laffing— thereby causing Mr I ttrwnrren to 
turn round and intarupt this pohti convasation 

"IWrtStn Mich 1 mge 'Quit the building Mary llann * 
says I to the >oung woman, and jou Mr hitrwarrtn have 
the goodness to rem un 

** ' l give you \\ irning * roars he, looking black, blue, yallcr 
—all the colours of th* ranebo 

-l 1 Take off your coat you miperuit hungrattful scoumiil ' 
says I 

M * It H not your bury, sn*h< 

"'Peraps you 11 undcrsnnil nu, when I bike off niv own/ 
says I, unbuttoning th< mothi r ipurh of thi \i lcWhirlc r t it tn 
'Tike my jaeku Ick I to the V»ov - ind put my* If m a 

hattitude alxnu which there vs is no wn/ iyk " 


°Hcs 2 stone he mcr thin nu and knows iht use of his 
ends as well as mo>t mm but m a fitc, bloods nrrythmk , 
the Snobb tan t stand lx f >rt tin gentl« man md l should have 
kilted him 1 u. hit It doubt but tlic \ uunc md stopi the htu 
beiwigst us lx fore wt d h id morr th m 2 rounds 

M 1 pumshi the ruskk tn mtn/uslv m that time though , and 
I'm writing this in my own sum room not Ixang ibh to <omc 
down to dinntr on account ot a black eye ! vc got, which is 
sweld up and di&ftggrs me drt^uifl " 


^Oti account of the hoffU black 1 which T rescaved in my 
fangcounter with the hmhmus frimv-irrLn 1 kep rny roomb for 
sevret days, with the rose coloured turtmgn of the apartmmt 
dosed, SO as to form an agreeable twilike , and a light-bloo 
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sattm shayd over the mjard pheacher My wooiw was tfhttff 
made to become me as much as passable , and (lias the Poick 
well observes 'Nun but the Hra>v desuvs the Fare*) I cum* 
soled myself m the sasrnty of the ladies for my temper? dis- 
figgarment 

" It was Marv Kami who Minimum! th< House and^put an 
end to my phutycoughs with I ttzw irren I licked him and bare 
him no mallis but of corw* 1 dis imt thf* imperent scoundriU 
from my mivvis, apmtmg Adolphus my page, to hts post of 
confidenshU \ ill^y 

14 Mary Ilann and her young and lovclv Mrs kep paying pie 
conttnyoul visits during mv rctirunnm Lady Hangtlina was 
hal ways sending m< rnosindgos b> her vhile my extent friend, 
liUtlv Hire tens (on tin rontry) was nl^avs sending me to&kns 
of nftcckshu by Ilang^lini Now it was \ toohn hidotium, 
indented by herself that her ladyship would inrscnbe — then, 
agin, it would 1 k. i l»ookv of flowers (my ftvnt polly Inmhuacs 
pdlagnnmms and jjpomkvs) which none but the fair &s of 
Hangdina could dispose alwut tin chimbcrof the hmvylecd 
Ho 1 those dear mothers f when th< y wish to hnd a chans for a 
gtlhint \otmg ft lit r, or to utablish their dt ir gak in life, what 
awpcrtumtics tiny will give i in in I You d have phansied I 
was so hill (on account of ni> black hi) tint I couldnt live exsep 
upon chukmg md spoon meat and jiIIils, and blemonges and 
thit 1 touldnt ui the litter dtlhxifs (which I ebomminate 
ontetnoo pn furring «v cut of l*af or muttn to hall the kick 
pshaws of Inna) unless Ilinpilim brought them let em, 
and uicrafiscd nn si 11 for her d< ir vi\ k 

44 1 miv stiyt hire thit m privit comas it ions with old Lord 
H and his son I hid nnyd my proposals for Hangelma, and 
was axepted, md hoptxl soon to b< made the appitst gent m 
Heugland 

44 4 You must lire ik the ni ittir g<nt\ to her,* said her hcxlent 
father You hm mv waimest wishes, mv dear Mr De ta 
Plu< h< , nml thost of my I-adv Bareacres, but 1 am not — not 
quite certain alxmt Ioidy Angilmas feelings Girls W Wild 
and romuuic They do not see the necessity of prudent 
establishment* And I have mver yet been a We to m ak e 
Angelina undmtnnd the embarrassments of her family These 
silly imtuies prate about love nni a cottage, and despise 
advantages which wiser heads than theirs know how to estimate * 
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•**Do yott mean that she amt fossanatcd by me?* says I* 
bursting put at this outrayjits ideer 
** 4 She m // be, my dear str You have already pleased her, 
—your adrmraWc manners must succeed m captivating her, and 
a fond Father’s wishes will be crowned on the day m which you 
enter Ar family ’ 

“ * Ketklect gents, says 1 to the a lords,— ‘a barging'* a 
bargmg— 111 pay hoS Southdown’s Jews, when I'm his brother 
A* a straynger — (this 1 said in a sarcostickle loan) — ‘ l wouldnt 
take such a Ubbaty When I in \our suninlor III treble the 
va^you of your cstavt I'll make >our meumbnnees as nght is 
a tnvit, and restor the ousc of Bart acres to its herly splendor 
But a pig in a poak is not the wiy of tnnsacttng btstuss 
Unploycd by Jeamcs IX la I’luc he Esquire 
u And 1 had a nght to sjx ik in this way I was ont of the 
greatest senp holdi rs in Hcngl \nd , and uilclated on a kilosslc 
fortune AH m> shares w is rising immrncc V very poast brat 
me noose that l was sevml thowvinds richer than the day befor 
1 was detunumnd not to larlizc till the proper time, and then 
to buy istates , to found i in w fanuh of Delapluches, and to 
abe myself with the , mstox\ of my country 
# * these pints I mpnsentid to p< rt Mary Hann hover and 
hoier «igm If youd ban l.a.dy Hmgtlma my dmr gal,' 
says I, I would hau mam jd you ind why don 1 1 > Because 
my dooty pn wents me 1m \ matter to dooty and you* my 
port gal, must cumsok* \ orvJf w ith th it idar 
“lhtre sternal to Ik. i conspermey loo, between that 
Stlvertop and Lady Hangclma to drive me to the same pinL 
•What a plucky fellow vou were, Pluche says he (he was 
nether more Furulliar than I liked} 1 m your fight with hiU- 
wratren l— to engage a man of twice your strength ind science, 
though you were sure to he beaten (this is an etroathous kA 
900d 1 should have fmjjfkbi Fitz m to mmnits) 1 for the sake 
Of poor Mary Harm 1 That s a generous fellow I like to see 
a man risen to eminence like you ha\ing hts heart in the right 
plane. When is to be the marriage, my boy v 
* u 1 Capting hi" says l, my mamdge ton Minns your most 
ttmbit lervnt a precious sight more than you , -and 1 gev him 
to understand I dtdn t want him to put in kis ore— 1 wasn't 
afcayd of his whiskers, 1 prommta you, Capting as he was. 
I'm ft British Lion, 1 am as brays as Bonypcrt, Harmibte, 
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or Holiver Cruromle, and would face bagmts as weU as anyEvy 
dngoon of 'em all 

44 I^ady Hangclina, too ig^pawstulated in her fiartA way f 
•Mr De la Pluchc (seshw), why, why press this point? Yon 
can t suppose that you will be happy with a person like ttic?’ 

M ' I adoar you, oh »mung gal 1 says I 14 Newer, never go 
to say any such thing ' 

,f 4 You adored Mary Ann first ' answers her Ladyship , ♦ you 
can t keep your ev< s off to r now If any man courts her you 
grow so jealous that you begin bating him \ou will break 
the girl’s heart if you dori t many tor and prrbips some ope 
else s— but you don t mind that 

4 4 4 Break yours vou sidoinble err mtt« ! I d die first 1 And 
txb for Mary Hann, sht will git ow r it |>eople s arts am t 
brook n so easy Oncv* for all, sue kmstancih i* dunged betwjgst 
meander Its a pang to part with tor (s>\s I, my fine his 
filling with loan.), 4 but part from her I must ‘ 

44 It was cunus to remark abowt that smghr gal. Lady 
Hangclina, that mclumcolly as she was when she was talking to 
me, and ever so thsinl— vet sto. ktp on laffing e\ery miuote 
like tto juice and all 

‘"What a sacrifice I ' savs she # it’s hk* Napoleon giving 
up Josephine What wguish it muJ cause to your susceptible 
heart ! ' * 

44 4 It does, says I— Hagnits » ' ( \nottor toff ) 

44 And if— if I don t accept you- you will invade the States 
of the. Emperor my papa and 1 am to be made the sacrifice and 
the occasion of peace between vou 1 

44 * I don t know what you n dueling to about Joscyfecn and 
1 1 emperors >our Pas , but I know that jour Pa s estate is over 
hcdancers morgiriged , that if some one don t tip him, lie's no 
better than an old pawper , tliat he owes me a lot of money , 
and that I'm thi man that can sell hi up boss & foot , or set 
him up agen-tf jI*j what I know, Lady Hangclma, says I, 
with a hair as much as to say, ^ Put that in vour ladyships 
pipe and smoke it/ 

44 And so I left her, and ncx day a sorting fasbnable paper 
enounced— 

*• 4 Marriage in High Li*f —We hear that a matrimonial 
union is on the tapis between a gentleman who has made a 



C JEAMES DE LA FLUCI1E. JJ7 

colossal fortune in the Railway World, and the only daughter 
of & noble earl, whose estates are situated in D-ddlea-x, An 
early day Is fixed for this interesting event * “ 


''Contry to my c*pigt«tf»ons (hut when or ow an we reckn 
upon the fealinx of wimming?) Mary Hann didn t seem to be 

$ 



Audi efected by the htdeer of my mamdgr with Hangelmar 
1 was tayther disapmtcd peraps that the fickle young gal 
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rcckacnsUcd herself so easy to give me hup, for we Cents Are 
creechers of vannaty after all, as well as those of the hopat 
seeks , and betwigst you and me then, was morning wheel V 
almost whisht that I'd been borne 1 a Myommidn or Turk, when 
the Lor would have permitted me to marry both these sweet 
bcinx, wherehas I was now condtmd to be appy with ony 
one 

M Mean wild cveiythmk went on very agreeable betwigst me 
and my dcfianccd bride When we came back to lowa^f 
kenushnd Mr Showery the great Hocttonear to look out for a 
town manshing sootabte for a gent of mv qualUitv t got froip 
the Krald Hoftis (not the A fawntn? F raM —no no, l m not such 
a Mough as to go Ihtn for ackm infatuation) an account of my 
famly, my harms and ptdigry 

*'I bordered in Long Hart, three splendid equipidges, on 
which my arms ind my adord wife & was driwn & quartered, 
and I got portneks of me and her pavnted by the sell abra ted 
Mr Shalloon, being resolved to lx tht gcnflt m m m all things, 
and knowing thit my character as a mm of fasbn was a t com- 
pleat unless I sit to that distinguished ILirust My likems 
1 presented to Hangelina Its not con idered flattnng — and 
though she pm ted with it is jou will Hear, mighty wilUngl} , 
there s one young lady (a thousand times handsomer) that v allies 
it as the happlt of htr hi 

"Would any man belt nc that this picture was soald at 
my sale for about a twcnt\ fifth pur of what rt cost me* It 
was bought in by Mary h inn though * O dear Jaimes says 
she often (kissing of it St pressing it to her art), it i&n t i 
nnsum enough for you and h isn t got your angi llick smile 
and th** igspreshn of jour d< ar dear 1 5 

** Hangehnas patur w us kindly prev nttd to mu by C ountess 
U , her mamnn tliough of unrse 1 paid for it It was engraved 
for the Book of Bcwtj the same year u 

"With such a pet fusion of nngltts I should scircelv have 
known her— but the ands, feat, and is, was very Like She 
was painted in a gitar supped to be singing one of my 
little raelladici , and htr brother Southdow*n. who is one 
of the New England poits, wrote the foUenng stanzjs about 
her — 
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" LINES UPON MY SISTER’S PORTRA1I 

"BV rm* LORD SOUTHDOWN 

"Thf castle toners of Bareacres arc fur upon the Jca, 

Where the cbffs of bormv Diddkscx rise up from out the 
sen 

1 stood upon the donjon keep and view rl the country o'er, 

2 saw die lands of Ban acres for fifty miles or more 

I stood upon the donjon k«\ p~- it is a ••acred place, — 

Where floated for eight bundled years the banner of m> 
race , 

Argent, a dexter sinopk and gulc* an min field. 

There netr was nolilu cognisance on kmght’y vrarnors 
shield. 


fl lire first time Engl ind s iw tin shield twns round a Norman 
neck 

On board e ship from \ tluy , King M illiam was on cUck 
A Norman 1 mce the colours wo»c in H istings fatal fray- 
St Willibald for Bare eercs 1 twas double gules that diy ! 

0 Heaven and swu t St W ilhbald * m mmv a battle since 
A loyal hearted Itocacn s has riddtn by Ins Prince ! 

At Acre with I'htnUg* net with lalw \rd at Poium, 

1 he jx nnon of the Bureau es was foremost on tile spears 1 


" Tw is pleasant in the kittle shock to hear our war try 
ringing 

O grant me, sweit St Willibald to h«rttn to such singing 1 

Three hundred utfcbclad g( otic men, wc droye the foe 
before us, 

And thirty score of Itafoh lx>ws kipt twanging to the 
chorus! 

0 knights m> noble ancestors f and shill 1 never bear 

Sami Willibald for Barewts through battle ringing clear? 

1 d cut me off this strong right hand a single hour to ride. 

And strike a blow for Bareacres, my fathers, at your side v 
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44 Dash down, dash down, yon Mandolin, beloved sister 
mine! 

Those blushing lips may never sing the glories of our hue; 

Our ancient castles echo to th< clumsy feet of churls. 

The spinning Jenny houses in the mnnsion of our Earls 
Sing not, sing not, my \ngi lint ! in days so base and virf, 

* Twere sinful to be happy , twert sacrilege to snule 
m hie me to my lonely hall and by its cheerless hob 
I'll muse on other days, and wish — and wish I were— A 
Snob " 

• 

u All young Hi nglnnd I'm told considers the poim bewtiffe 
They're always willing about bmletxis md shiwlcrv, these 
young chaps , but th* ideer of Southdown in a shoot of armer, 
and his cuttm hoff his ' strong right hand,' is nythcr too good f 
thr feller is about 5 fit hi -- is nclutty as a babby with a vaist 
like a gal , and though hi may h ivc the irt and curndge of a 
Bengal tyger, I d back mv srn illcst cab lx>y to lick him, — that 
is, if I ad a < ab-boy Hut 10 * my cab d iy s is over 
' Be still mylugnt/mg \rt I I am now about tohunfoald 
the dark payges of the Istry of rm hfi * * 


'•My friends* vou’ve sein me ithcra in the full kerear of 
Fortn, prawsprus but not lioscr prowd of my prawsperraty, 
not dirry though mounted on ihe havpix of Good Luck— feast* 
mg h ill the great (likt tht Good Old Hcnglish Gmt »n the 
-song, which he has Ixvn my moddlc ami igsampic through life), 
but not forgitung tht small- Vo my beayviour to my gran- 
mother at Heihng shows that I hot her a new donkey cart 
(what the I reach c all 1 cart blansh) antj a handsome set of 
peggs for inging up htr linmng and treated H uncle Bill to a 
new shoot of dose which he ordered m St Jeomes's Street, 
much to the estonishment of my Snyder there, namely an 
olliflf green velvytecn jackit and smalclose and a cnmsn plush 
weskoat with glas buttns rhese pints of genarawsity In my 
disposashn I never should hau eluded to, but to show that I 
am naturally of a noble sort, and hate that kind of g&Uhuit 
camdge which is equel to eitlwr good or bad forting 
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4> What was the substns of my last chapter ? In that every- 
think was prepayrcd for my marridge— the consent of the 
parents of my Hangclma was gaynd, the lovely gal herself 
was ready (as 1 thought) to be led to Himing's halter-— the 
trooso was hordensd— the wedding dressis were being phitted 
hott-a weddinkake weighing half*a tunn was a gettn reddy by 
Mesurs Gunter of Buckley Square , thtre was such an account 
for Shantilly and Ilomton laces as would have staggerd henny 
boddy (1 know tiny did the Commissioner when I came hup 
for my Stiflikit), and has for Injar shawls I bawt a dozen sich 
# finc ones is never was given awiy--no not by Hiss Iness 
the Injan Prms Juggernaut lygorc rhe juils (a pearl and 
dnmnd shoot) were from the estabhshnum of Mysurs Storr and 
Mortimer Lhe honi y-moon 1 inicndt d to pass in a contmentlc 
exctission and was m treaty for tlx oust at Halbcrd-gate (hopsit 
Mr Hudsons) is my town house 1 waited to cuindude the 
putchis untie the Share Markit w Inch was r lyiln r deprest (o*ng 
I think not so inudi to thi atax of tin imsrabblt I tmei, as to 
the prodidjus flams of thi \fomtn% l raid ) was restored to its 
clthy toan I wusn t going to pirt with scrip which was no 
prmimium at a or 3 and bn in confidnt that the Markit would 
rally had bought v<.ry Inrgi Jy for thi two or ihiu n< w accounts. 

“ Hus will explain to those unfortnight tn>dsiucn to womb 
I gayv ordtrs for a Wrgi igstcnt ow it was that l couldnt pay 
their iccounts J am the soal of onour— but no gint can pay 
when he has 110 money —its not my fault if that old screw 
Lady Barcacrcs cubbidgul three hundred yards of lace, and 
kep back 4 of the biggest dinnnds and seven of the largist 
Injar Shawls— it s not my fault if the tradespeople didn git their 
goods back, and that Lady B declared they were lost I began 
the world afresh with the dose on my back, and thirteen and 
six in money, concealing noth ink giving up heverythink, Omst 
and undismayi d arub though beat, witli pluck in me still, and 
ready to begin agin m 

11 Well— it was the day before that ipmted for my Uniuxn. 
The * Ringdove ’ steamer w is lying at Dov< r ready to carry 1 l» 
hofC The Bridle apartmince had been hordered at bait Hill, 
apd subsqmntly at Balong sur Marc —the very table doth was 
laid ibr the weddn brcxfst m 111 Stnet, and the Brides Right 
Reverend Hondo the Loid Bishop of Bullocksmithy, had 
arrived to sellabrayt our unium. AH the papers were full of tb 
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( rowd* of the fashnable world went to fiee the troosp, and 
admire the C arrulges in I>ong Hacre Our travleng diamt 
(light bloo lined with pmk salting, and vemutlmm and gooid 
weals) was the hadmaration of all for quiet ellygns We were 
to travel only 4 , viz , me, my I adv my vally and Mary Hahn 
as famdyshamber to my ftangelma 1 ar from oposmg our 
match, this worthy gal had quite givn into it of late, and taught 
and joakt, and cnjoyd our plans for the fewter igseedinkty 

“Td left my lovtly Bride \ery gw thu night before — aving 
a multachcwd of htsnms on, and btockbrokers' and bankers* 
accounts to sittk atsettny atsettrev It was layt before | 
got these in border m> slcap was fen wish as most mens is 
whtn they are going to be marnd or to U hangt d I took my 
chocklit in Ud ibont one tiled on my wedding dose, and 
found as ushlc that the) bccauu mi exceedingly 

* One thing disiubbtd my mind — two weskts had been sent 
home \ blush white sitting xml goltl, and a kmary coloured 
tabbinct imbndered in silver which should 1 wear on the 
hospicious day? I his hadgitnted and pcrpUxt me a good 
deal I detiminumd to go down to Hill Stitxt and cumsult 
the Lady whose wishis were henceforth to bt my halltnall , 
and wear whuheui s/u phixt on 

* There was 1 gnat busscl and distubbans m the Hall in 
111 Street which 1 ctribjouted to the epruaching evtnt The 
old porter Stated most uncommon uht n 1 k< m in -the footpuin 
who was to enounce me laft I thought - 1 w is going upstairs — 

M 1 Her Ladyships not -not at horn* t ' sa>s the man, ‘and 
m> I adv s hill m bed 

" * Git lunch, sa\s I, ‘ I II wait till I-ady Hxngelina returns ’ 

"At this the filler loox at me for a niomint with his chcex 
blown out like a bladder, and thm Inlsts out m a reglar guftau I 
the porter jtned m it the unpidtnt old rasklc and Thomas 
savs, slapping his and on lus thv, with\it the least respect— 
* / siy old box f isn i this </ un ** 

* Wadyermexn, )ou mfunnle scoundrel, says I, * hollaring 
and luffing ,it me ? 

‘“Oh, heres Miss Mary Hann coming up/ says Thomas* 
4 tsk her ' — and indeed there came my little Marv Harm tnppmg 
clown the stairs— her ks m her pockits , and whtn she saw me, 
she licgan to blush and look hod & then to gnn too 

M * In the name of Tmpertnce/ says 1, rushing on Thomas* 
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and eotUarpiff turn fit to thiottlc him— 1 no ntslde of a flunky 
Shaft uplift me,* and I sent him staggenn up agmst the porter, 
and both of ’em into die hall-chair with a ftapp— when Mary 
Kann* jumping down, says, ' O James 1 0 Mr, Plush 1 read 
this —and she pulled out a billy doo 
“ Preckamzed the and writing of Hangtlmo. * 


0 ' Deseatful Hangi hna's billy ran as follows — 

4,1 1 hid all along hoped that you would have relinquished 
pretensions which vou must ha\c sttn \un so disagreeable to 
hie, and have spared mt the pimful necessity of the sUp which 

1 am comptllcd to Uk< 1 of i long time. I could not believe 
my parents win Miaous m wishing to sacrifice me, but have 
in vain entreated them to spire me I cannot undergo the 
shame and misery of a union with you To the very lost hour 
I remonstrated in vain, and only now antiupati , by a few hours, 
my departure from a horn trom which iluy ihunstlus wen. 
about to expel me 

*' '\\hm >ou rtcuu f, ns I shad l>e united to the person to 
Whom, as )ou arc aw m my heart was given long ago My 
parents are alrcidy informed of the step ] have taken And I 
have my own honour to consult even before their benefit they 
will forgive me I hajie and let 1 b<Tore long 

1 As for your^lf, miy 1 not hope th it time will calm your 
exquisite feelings too? 1 leave Wary Ann behind me to console 
you. She admires you as you deserve to be admired, and with 
U constancy which 1 entrcit vou to try and imitate Do, my 
dear Mr Plush, irv-Jor the saLc of your sincere fncnd and 
admirer, * " \. 

“'PS.— I leave the wedding dresses behind for her the 
djaJponds are beautiful, and will become Mrs. Plush adnurably ' 

♦ 

" This was hall !*— Confewsbn ! And there stood the footmen 
smggerin, and that bojus Mary Hann half a cryin, half a faffing 
at mcl ‘Who bos she gone hoff with?' rors 1; and Mary 
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Haim (smiling with one hi) just touched the top of one of tfte 
Johns' canes who was gom out with the noats to putihoflf the 
brckfst It was Sdvtrtop thtn t 
" I bust out of the house in a stayt of diamonlacal igsjtcmentJ 
44 The stoary of that ilorpnunt / have no art to tell Hete it 
is from the Morning J a tkr newspaper — ** 


“ELOPEMENl IN HIGH LIFE 

41 1HI* OMY AUTIlbNriC ACCOUNT , 

• J The neighbourhood of Berkeley Square, and the whole 
fashionable world, has been thrown into a state of the most 
painful excitement by an e\tnt which has just placed a noble 
family in great perplexity and auction 

44 It has long been know n among tliL select nobility and gentry 
that a marriage w is on the tnpx s bt tween the only daughter of a 
Noble Earl, and a Gent h man whose rapid fortunes in the railway 
world have been the theme of general remark Yesterday's 
paper, it was supposed in all human probability would have 
contained an account of the marriage of J vines De la Pl-che, 

Esq , and tbt I ady Angelin i , daughter of the Right 

Honourable the Karl of B-rt -cres The preparations for this 
ceremony were complt te we had th< pleasure of inspecting the 
rich trousseau (prepared by Miss Twiddle!, of Pall Mall), the 
magnificent jewels from the esubhshnu nt of Messrs Slorr and 
Mortimer, the tligint marriage cake, which, already cut up 
And portioned is, aUs 1 not dtsnncd to bt eaten by the fnends 
of Mr Pi la Pl-che, the superb carnagis, and magnificent 
In erics, which had been provided in a style of the most lavish 
yet tasteful sumptuosity The Right Reverend the Lord Bishop 
of Bullocksmithv had armed in town celebrate the nuptials* 
and is staying at Mivirt s What must nave been the feeling* 
of that venerable prelate, wh*\t those of the agonised and noble 
parents of the I ad> Angelina — when it was discovered, on the 
day previous to the wedding that her ladyship had fled the 
paternal mansion ’ 1 o the venerable Bishop the news of his 
noble niece's departure might have been fatal wc have it from 
the waiters of Miv art's that hts Lordship was about to indulge 
in the refreshment of turtle soup when the news was brought to 
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h\mx immediate apoplexy was apprehended , but Mr Macsum, 
life geltpbratcd surgeon of Westminster, was luckily passing 
through Bond Street at the time, and being promptly called in 
bled and relieved the exemplaty patient His Lordship will 
return to the Palace, Bullocksmithy, to morrow 

“The frantic agonies of the Right Honourable the Earl of 
Bareacrescan be imagined by e\ery paternal heart Par be it 
from us to disturb— impossible is it for us to describe their noble 
sorrow Oar pportt rs havt made inquiries every ten minutes 
at the Farl's mansion in Hill Street regarding the health of the 
Noble Peer and his incomparable Countess. They have been 
received with a rudeness which we deplore but pardon One 
was threatened with a cane, another m the pursuit of his 
official inquiries was saluted with a pul of water, a third 
gentleman was menaced in a pugilistic manner by his lordship s 
porter but being of an Irish nation a man of spirit and smew, 
and Master of Arts of Trinity College, Dublin tlu gentleman of 
our establishment ronfronkd tht. mcnul and hiving sevtrtly 
beaten him retired to a m ighhourmg hotel much frequented by 
the domestics of the surrounding nobiht\, and there obtained 
what we behove to be the most accurate particulars of this 
extraordinary occurrence 

*' George Frederick Jennings thirvl footman in the establish* 
men! of Lord Rareacres, stated to our tm/fryj as follows — Lady 
Angelina hid been promisid to Mr De la Pluche for near six 
weeks She never could ibuie that gentleman He was the 
laughter of all the servants hall Previous to his elevation he 
had himself hecn engagt d in a domestic capacity At that period 
he had offered morn *gc to M iry Ann Hoggins, who was living 
Iff (he quality of ladies’ maid m the family where Mr De la P. 
was employed Miss Hoggins became subsequently lady Vmanl 
fo Lady Angelina— the elopement was arranged lx tween those 
tWO It was Miss Hoggins who delivered the note which informed 
the bereaved Mr PlusbflRf his loss 

11 Samuel Buttons, page to the Right Honourable the Earl of 
Barcacres, was ordered on Friday afternoon at eh ven o clock to 
fetch a cabriolet from the stand in Davit s Street He selected 
the cab No 19,796, driven by George Gregory Macarty, a one- 
eyed man from UonakiJty, in the neighbourhood of Cork, Ireland 
{if whom mart anon) and waited, according to his instructions, 
at the corner of Berkeley Square with his vehicle His young 
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lady, accompanied by her maid, Miss Mary Ann Htiggtas, cany 
tag a bandbox, presently arrived, and entered the cab with the 
box what were the contents of that box we have never been 
able to ascertain On asking her ladyship whether he should 
order the cab to drive in any particular direction, he was told to 
drive to Madame Crinoline s, the eminent milliner in Catendish 
Square. On requesting to know whether he should accompany 
her Ladyship, Huttons was peremptorily ordered by Miss Hoggins 
to go about his business 

** Having now his clue, our reporter instantly went In search 
of cab 19,796 or rather the driver of that vehicle, who was dis* 
coiered with no snmll difficulty at his r< sidentft, Whetstone Park, 
Ijncoln s Inn Fields, wheie hi lives with his family of nine 
children Having received two sovereigns instead doubtless of 
two shillings (his regular fare, by the way would have been only 
011c tind-cightpenc' ) Mac my had not gom out with the cab for 
the two fast days, passing them m a state of almost ceaseless 
intoxication His replies were ven incoht rent in answer to die 
queries of our re|>orter , and, had not that gentleman himself 
been a comp itnot it is probable hi would have refused altogether 
to satisfy the curiosity of tlu public 
"At Madame C nnolint s Miss Hoggins quitted the carnage, 
and a gentleman enttred it M u arty describes him as a very 
tltvtr gtntlenun (meaning tall) with black mustachios, Oxford- 
guy trousers and black hut and a pea coat He drove the 
couple to the Lust on Square Station , and there left thtm How 
he employed his turn subsequently wi hair stated 

“ At the LustoJi Square Station the gt nilemau of our estab- 
lishment learned from I rederick Corduroy, a porter there, that 
a gentleman answering the above description had taken places to 
Derby We have despatched a confidential gentleman thither, 
by a special train, and shall guc his report m a second edition. 

V 

\SLCOND LDITION 

“\frKOU OUR RLPORTLR ) 

“ Nxwcastlv Mend *} 

“lain just armed at this ancient town at the ' Elephant and 
Cucumber Hotel A party travelling under the name of Mr % 
and Mrs* Jones, the gentleman wearing moustaches, and having 
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yrith them ft blue bafidbox, arrived by the train two hours before 
me, and have posted onwards to Scotland I have ordered four 
horses, and write this on the hmd boot, as they are patting to 


“THIRD EDITION 

“Grrtna Green Monday Evening 

M The mystery is at length solved Ilns afternoon at four 
o’tjock, the Ilymcncu) Blacksmith, of Gretna Green, celebrated 
the marriage between George Granby Silver top. Esq , a Lieu- 
tenant m the 150th Hussars, third son of General John Silveriop, 
of Silvertop Hall, Yoikshue, and I tdy Lmily isilvertop daughter 
Of the late sister of the present E tri of lUrcacres, and the Lady 
Angelina ^nielli Art thusi Anaeond 1 Ah xtndnna Allcompama 
Anncmana Automata, daughtei of the last named Lari Bare- 
acres M 


(Here fallens a lonj 1 1 trait from tfu Warmly Str>uc rn (he 
Book of Common Prayer which was not read on the occasion, and 
need not he repeated heft ) 

“After the cuvmonv the \oung couple partook of a slight 
refreshment of sherry rnd w iter the former the Captain pro- 
nounced to bt execrable , ami h iv mg myself l isU d some glasses 
from the very same bottle with which the young ami noble pair 
were served 1 must say I think the C iptun was rather bard 
upon mine host of the 4 Rig) n pcs Hotel and Posting House, 
whence they instantly proceeded I follow them as soon os the 
horses have fed 


“ftflt’Rl H LDHiON 

11 SHAMEFUL Rt VTMF-N V OF OUK REPORTER. 

41 M HirreSBtNKib, X B Monday , mi Imghi 

** I arrived at this romantic little silla about two hours after 
the newly married couple, whose progress I have the honour to 
trace, reached Whisltebmkie rb*y have taken up their mi- 
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dence at the ' Cairngorm Arms '—mini* u at the other hostehy, 
the * Clachan of Whistlebinkic ' 

"On driving up to the 1 Cairngorm Arms/ 1 found a gentle- 
man of military appearance standing at the door, and occupied 
seemingly in smoking a ugir It was very dark as I defended 
from my carnage, and ihe gentleman in question exdtatmed, 
‘Is it you. Southdown my boy? You have come too late, 
unless you art coirn to have some suppt r , or words to that 
effect I explained that I was not the I ord Viscount South- 
down, and politely apprised Captain Silvertop (for I justly 
concluded the individual before me could be no other) of his 
mistake # 

" ‘Who the diucc’ (the Captain us"d a stronger term) 'arc 
you, then?* said Mr Silvtitop ‘Arc you Boggs and Tape- 
well, my unde s attorneys? If you aie, you havr come too late 
for the fair 1 

"I briefly explained th.il I was not Baggs and fapcwell, 
but that ray mme was [ —ms and that I was a gentleman 
connected with the establishment of the Alomtng Tatler 
newspaper 

" And what has brought you h^r* Mr Morning Tatler?' 
asked my inurloaitor rather rough!) My answer was frank 
— that the disappearance of a noble lady fiom the house of her 
friends had caused the greatest excitement in the metropolis, 
and that my employers were anvious to give the public every 
particular regarding an event so singular 

** ‘And do you m«an to say, sir that you have dogged me 
all the way from I-ondon ind that my family affairs are to be 
published for thi readers of the Morning fat Ur newspaper? 

The Motning 1 oiler be (the Cipt un here give utterance 

to an oath which I shall not repeat) and you too, sir* you 
impudent meddling scoundrel 

Scoundrel, sir l said 1 ‘Yes replied the irate gentle- 
man, seizing me ruddy by the collar — and he would have 
chnkt d mi , but that my blue satin stock and false collar gave 
way, and were left m the hands of this gentleman * Help, 
landlord 1 I loudly exclaimed, adding, 1 believe, 'murder/ 
and other exclamations of a! irm In vain I appealed to the 
crowd, which by this time was pretty considerable , they and 
the unfeeling post boys on!) burst into laughter, and called out, 

* Give it him, Captain ’ A struggle ensued, m which i have no 
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doubt It should have had the better, but that the Captain, 
joining suddenly In the general and indecent hilarity, which 
was doubled when I fell down, stopped and said, * Well, Jims, 
I won't fight on my marriage day Go into the tap ]ims, and 
order a glass of brandy-and- water at my expense — and mmd 1 
don't lee your face to-morrow morning, or 1 U make it more 
ugly than it is * 

“With these gross expressions and a cheer from the crowd, 
Mr Sdvcrtop intend the mu T need not say that 1 did not 
partake of his hospitality, and that personally 1 despise his 
insults 1 make them know n that they may call down the 
SlKbgnilion of the body of which I am a member, and throw 
myself on the sympathy of the public, os a gentleman shamefully 
assaulted and insulted in the discharge of a public duty ’ 


“Thus you'vt se^n how the flower of my afleckshns was tawn 
out of my biLsm, nnd m> art w u. Uft hlcading H Angelina I I 
forgive thee Mace thou be appy » If ever artfclt prayer for 
others wheel iwailcd on i, the bonk on womb you trampled 
addresses those subUygations to P vn in youi bej ! 

M I went home like a mimack, aft^r hearing the anouncc* 
mem of Hangelina s departer Shed ban gone twenty hours 
when I heard the fade noose Pin shoot was vam Suppose 
I did kitch her up, they were married and what could we do? 
This sensablc remark I madt to Lari Ikireacns, when that 
distragtrd nobleman igspawstuhtecl with me Lr who was to 
have been mv mother in lor the Counties I never from that 
momink sor agin Mv pnesnts troosocs juds, &c , were sent 
back— with the igupshn of the dimtnds and Cashmear shawl, 
which her Ladyship coodn t find Ony it was wispcred that 
at the nex butbday sre was seen with a shawl igiackly of the 
3 a me pat fn Let ei keep it 

** Southdown was \ hunus He came to me hafter the ewent, 
and wanted me to adwancc 501b , so that he might purshew bib 
fewgitif sister — but I wasn t to be ad with that sort of chaugh — 
there was no more money for that famly bo he went away, 
and gave huttrance to hts fedinx in a poem, which appeared 
(price 2 guineas) in the Bel Awmlly 
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“All the juilers, manchumakerc, laeemcn, coch bttders, 
apoistrcrs, hors dealers, and wetklencake makers came pawritig 
m with their bills, baggmvatmg feelings already woondld 
beyond enjurants, That mad mss didn t srase me that night 
was a mussy (ever fewry, and raVge rackd my hs&nitcd 
bramd, and drove sksip from my tlirobbink thds. fialMkight t 
folkred Hangchnar in imadganation along the North Road. I 
vented cusses & mallydickshuns on the hinfamus Silver top 1 
ktckd and rorrt in my unhuttarable whoe i I scasd my pillar* 
1 pitch! into tt pummld it, strtnglcd it Ha bar I I thought 
It was Silvertop wnthing in my Jmt grasp, and taw the hor* 
dayshis \illing lun from hm m the urrible strenth of my despnfe! 
. I et me drop a culling o\cr the memnts of that night. 
When my boddv *u\nt turn with mv oi wUer in the mawming, 
the lmd cop>c in the clnnull was not pavlcr than the gashty De 
hi Pluthe t 

" Give me the Share list Mindcullc' I micamckly igs- 
rlamied I h’d not perused it for the past 3 days, my ctenlion 
being cngaygtd 1 Lew an. Hems & huth 1 — what was it I red 
there ? Vi hat was u that nndt me. spring outabtd as if sum- 
bad) had given me cold pig’ I rid Rewm in that Share Hsi— 
the Pinniik was in full hoparation I f 

• « » 

"Shall I describe that kitastrafv with which hall Hengl&ftd 
is famillur ? My & rifcwses to unnnidc the misfortns which 
larainitcd mv b'ecding art in Hoctober list On the fust of 
Ylawgust where was If Dnertor of twenty three C ompomes ; 
Older of scrip hall at a pnmmium and worth at least a quarter 
of a null turn On Lord Mares dav, my Saint Helenas quotld 
at 14 pm, were down at | discount , m> Central Ichaboes at | 
discount , m> Table Mounting A. Hotttntot Grand Trunk, no 
where , m> IUtht rshms and Ptrr> nane Big, of which I'd bought 
3000 for iIh account at 17 primnnum, down to nix tny Juan 
ternandcs m> Grmt Central Ort gonAprostnt There was a 
momint when I thought 1 shouldn 1 be alive to wnte my own 
tail 1 “ 

(Here follow in Mr Plu^h s MS. about twenty four pages of 
railroad calcuHtions wliKh wt prr'trmit ) 

•• Those heists, rump & Aldgatc once so cnngmg and 
uinble, wrote me a tbreatnen letter because I outrdrew my 
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account thrce*and*ixpence woodn't advance me five thousand 

00 *5,000 worth of scrip , kep me waiting a hours when I asked 
to see the house , and then sent out Spout, the jewmor part-* 
ner, saying they wouldn't discount my paper, and implawed 
me to clothes my account 1 did I paid the three and six 
baUiagee, and never sor t m mor 

M Tlic market fell duly The Rewin grew wus^er and wusscr 
Hagtnes, Hagmes I It wasn t in the city aIojui my misfdrtns 
came upon me 1 hev l**trded me m my ow n ome Tlie biddle 
Who kips watch at the H ilbany wodn keep misfortn out of my 
chambers , nnd Mrs Twiddler, of Pall Mall, and Mr Hunx, of 
TJtag Acre, put cgsfcuuon into mv apartrmnee, and swep off 
cveiy stick of mv furniture 1 Wardrolie & furniture of a man 
of fashion What an adwerttsement btorg* Robins did make 
of it , and what a crowd was collected to LifT it the prospick of 
my ruing 1 My chin pint, my sclUr of wim my picturs - 
that of myself included (it was M tryhann, bless her! ih it 
bought it, unbeknown to me), all— all wait to the amnia 
That brootle I it/warren, my tx va.llv womb I met fimilliarly 
fikpt me on the sJiokler, and said, Jcamts, mv boy, you’d best 
go into suv vis aginn 

"I did go into suvvls— the wuvt of all suvvices— I went into 
the Queen's Dench Prison, ami lay mere .a misrabble captif for 
fi mortial weeks* Misnbble shall I say? no not nusrabble 
^together , there was sunlikc in the dunjmg of the pore pnsner 

1 had visitors. A cart used to drive hup to the pmn gates of 
Saturdays . a WHshywoman s cart with a fat old lady in it, and 
A young one Who was that young one? Lveryone who has 
an art can gess, it was my blue eyed blushing hangcl of a Mary 
Haim l 1 Shall we take him out in the lumen basket, Grand 
mamma?* Mary Harm said Bless her shed already learned 
to say grandmamma quite nairal hut 1 didn’t go out that way , 
t went out by the door a whitewashed man Ho, what a feast 
thane was at Healing ifcffday I came out 1 Id thirteen shillings 
left when 1 d bought the gold nng 1 wasn t prowd l turned 
the mangle for three eeks , and then b nclc Bill said, Well, 
there u some good in the fcIUr and it was agreed that we 
should marrv 

The Plush manuscript finishes here r it is many weeks since 
we saw the accomplished writer, and we have only just teamed 
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his Cate We are happy to state that it is a comfortable and 
almost a prosperous one 

I he Honourable and Right Reverend Lionel Thistlewood, 
I^ord lhshop of BuUocksmnhy, was mentioned ns the unde of 
I «ad v Angelina bilvertup Her elopement w ith her cousin mused 
dap emotion to the venerable prelate he returned*^ the 
pilace at Bullocksimthy, of whieh he hid been for thirty years 
the episcopal ormment, and where he manned three wives, 
who he buried ui his Cathedral t hurt h of St Boniface, Bullock' 
smithy * 

The admirable man has r< joined those whom he loved A$ ( he 
was prep iring a charge to his eh rg> in his study after dinner, 
th« I-oid Bishop fell suddenly down in * fit of apoplexy, his 
butler, bringing in his accustomed dish of devilled kidneys for 
supper, disc oven d the venerable form extended on the lurkvy 
carpet with a glass, of Madeira in his hand , but life was extinct , 
anti surgical ud was then fore not particularly useful 

All the luU prelate s wiws had forlunts, which the ndnumM^ 
min meu istd bv thrift the judiuous sale of bases which 
in during his t pistopaev Stc He It ft three hundred thousandt \ 
pounds, *<liv ided Ik tween his neph* w and niece — not a greater 
sum than h is been left bv seven! deceased Irish prelates. 

What laird Southdown has done with his share wc arendl 
called upon to state He has composed an cpit iph Hfys 
Martyr of Bullocl smith v whirh doc's him infinite crcdiL 
we an happy to st Ue th it l^idy \ngehn i Silvurtop present^® 
five hundred pounds to her faithful md affectionate served’ ' 
M trv Ann Hoggins on her marriage with Mr James Wwfc 
to whom her ]»id}*hip \lso made a hjnd>om<* present— namely, 
lh« lease, goodwill and futures of the ‘ W heel of Fortune* 
public house, m nr Shi pherd s M irket, Mas fair a bouse greatly 
frequented by ill the nobiht) s footmen doing u genteel stroke 
of busings m the nughtioiirhood, and where, as we have heard, 
the ‘Butlers Club’ is held ^ 

Here Mr Plush lives, happj in a blooming and interesting 
wife recant ih$d to \ middle sphere of life, as he was to a 
humbler and a higher one before He has shaved off his 
whiskers and accommodates himself to an. apron with perfect 
good humour A gc ntJeman connected with this establishment 
dined at the " Wheel of kortune" the other day, and collected 
the above particulars Mr Plush blushed rather, os he brought 
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in the first dish, and told his story very modestly over a pint 
of excellent port He bid only out thing in life to complain 
of« he said— th« a witless version of his ad ventures hod been 
produced at the Princess s Theatre, ' without with your leaf 
or fcy your leaf as he expressed it Has for the rest* Hit 
worthy fellow said, "Im nppy— praps betwixt you and me I in 
in my proper spear I enjy my glass of beer or port (with your 
eUb & m) suvwcc to you, mi) quin as much is m> clamt in 
my prawsprus di>s 1 ve a good bus mss which is liktly to fie 
better If a man can t be appy with such a wife as mv Mary 
*Hinn he * a betst and when a christening takes place m our 
famly, will you gi\e mv eomplnients to Mr Punch, and ask 
him to be godfather 
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JEAMES ON' TIMI' RAROINGS 

P FRAPS at this present mommk of Railway H igetation and 
unsafely tht folly mg little istory of a voting friend of mine 
may hact as an ol«.W)ine warning to bother weak and hwresolute 
young gents 

Young Prtdcnt k Timmins was the horphan son of a respect- 
able cludgyman m the West of Htnglnnd Hadopted by bis 

unde C olond 1 , of the Hoss Mareens, and regardless of 

expenct, this voting man was sent to Hutton Collidge and 
subsiqumtly to Ho s ford where he was very nearly being Senior 
Rangier He time to Ixindon to study for the lor His 
pro^pix was bright indend , and He lived in a steknd flore m 
jernung Strut having a gintcal inkuni of two hundred lbs per 
iiannum 

1 With this andsum i nuity it may be supposed that Frederick 
wanted for nolhmk Nor did he He was a moral and well* 
educated young man who took can. of hts close, pollisht his 
hone tea p irty bools , de wed his kidd gloves with inji r robber , 
And when not invited to dmc out, took his meats reglar at the 
Hoxford and Cnmbndgt t lub — where (unlevs somebody treated 
him) he w is ntvtr known to tgseed his alf pint of Mars&Uy 
W me 

M Merrits and vuttiu s such is his coodnt long pr.ss unpcrscavd 
m the worhl Admitud to the most fash nubble p ultes it wasn t 
long before sevrnl of the young hdies viewed him with a favor 
able i , one, ixpeuilly the lovelv Miss Hemily Mulhgatawney, 
daughter of the Heast-Iniur Dfrectoi of that name As she 
was the richest gal of all tht season, of corse Frederick fell in 
4 oyc with her His haspirations were on the pint of being 
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ctowndid with success , and it was agreed that as soon as ha 
was called to the bar, when he would sutnly be apmted a Judge* 
or a revising hamster, or Lord Cbanslor, he should lead her to 
the halter 

" What life could be more desirable than Fredericks ? He 
ga# up his mornings to pcrfeshnl studdy, under Mr Bluebog, 
the hemment pleader , he devoted bis hevemngs to helegaat 
sosiaty at bis Clubb or with his hadord Heroily He had no 
cares , no detts , no egstravigancics , he never was known to 
ride in a cabb, unless one of his tip top friends lent it him , to 



go to i thcayter unless he got a border , or to henter a tavern 
or smoke a cigar If prosperity was hever chocked out, it was 
far that young man 

** But suekmstanm arose Fade sukmstanccs for pore I rede 
rick limimns. The Railway Hoperations began 

" Tor some time i mm erst in lor and love, in the hnrdcnt hoc- 
cupations of his chcembers, or the sweet sosiaty of his Heraily, 
Frederick took no note of rulroads He did not reckon**; 
the jigantic revalution which with hiron strides was a walkm 
over the country But thev began to be talked of even m Hu 
rjuiat haunts Heven in the Hosford and ( ambndge Oubb, 
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fellers were a speculatm Tom Thumper (of Brasen Nose) 
clean'd four thousand lb , Bob Bullock (of Hoxctcr), who had 
lost all his proppaty gambling had set himself up again , and 
J uk Detictace, who had won it, h id won a small istate besides 
by lucky speck lauons m the ^hurc Markit 

" tlevery body non * W hy shouldn 1 1 ? ’ thought pore I red , 
and having saved ioo lb he l* gan a wntm for sliarcs— using, 
like an ickonommu.lt, feller as he wis the Oubb paper to a 
prodigious igstent All Uk Railioul directors his friends, 
helped him to shares -th» allottnients tame tumbling in- ht 
took the pnminmms by fifties and hundreds a d«i> His desk 
was cr mid full of bank notes his bran» world with igsitcment 
1 lb gm up going to the lemplt md might now be seen 
hill day about Cnpel ( ourt He took no more hinterest in 
lor but his whole talk was of railro 1 lin<s His desk at Mr 
Blueings w es filled full of prospectuses, md thit legil gent 
wrote to I rids uncle, to say he feared he was mglcUin his 
bisniss 

" Ahsst he m?f neglcctin it, and all his sober and mdus 
t< rous habits Ht tjegann to gi\c dinners, and thought nothin 
of purtys to Greenwich or Richmond He didn’t sec his Hemily 
near so often iltliough thi hiwdacious and misguided young 
m in might have done so mueh more heasily now than before 
for now he Up a Broom * 

"But there s a tumnunus to hevery Railway Tred’s was 
approaehin in an evil hour ht begin making time-barings 
l/^t this Ik a warning to ill young felli rs and I red * huntimely 
hend hoperatc on them m a inoral pint of vai 1 

* \ou ill know under vvh it fa vrabblt suekemstanses the Great 
Hafncan Lint, the Grand Viger Jumtion or Gold ( oast ind 
limbuetoo (Provishnal) Ilatmosphuic Railw i> came out four 
woks ago df posit nmeptnee per share of ao / (six elephants 
teeth, tvvtlvt tons of palm oil, or four healthy niggers, African 
currency) tin share s of this hclegt ble inv stment rose to I, a, 
3 in the Markit \ hippy man w is Fred 'then after paying 
down ioo ntnepentes (3/ 151 ), he sold his shares for a$o/ He 
g ive a dinner at the * Star ind Garter f that very day I promise 
you there was no Marsally then 

"Nex day they were up at 3$ This put Fred m a rage 
they rose to 5 he was m r frwry Wlnt an iss I was to sell* 
said he, * when all this money was to be won * 
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u * And so you t vert an Vss,' said his partiklar friend, Colonel 
Claw* KXR, a director of the line, a double eared Asa. 
My dear fellow, the shares will lx: at is next week Will you 
give me your solemn word of honour not to breathe to mortal 
man what T am going to tc 1) you ? ' 

*' 4 Honour bright, sajs 1 red 

44 1 Hudson has joim n ihl i inf 1 Fred didn t say a word 
more, but went tumbling down to the City in his Broom You 
know the state ot the streats C law went by w iter 

11 ' Buy me one thousand Hafricans for the 30th,* cries F red, 
busting into his broka s , and they wm doue for him at 4} 

« « • 

4 On n t j ou guess the rest > Have n t you seen the Share Lust ? 
which says — 

4 4 Great Afi ic ins, paid ctf pt ice J p ir 

And that* whit came of my port d< tr ft and Timmins s 
time barging 

W hut 11 become of him 1 c-in t say , for nobody h is sei n him 
since His lodgms in Jtmning Suirt is to It 1 His broker? 
u vam dt plot es his absence H j Uncle his declared b» 
marmgewith hi* house kctjxr, and the Morning h raid (that 
ernusmg print) has a par igraf yrst< rday in the fashuabblc news, 
headed 4 Mamag< m High I ift -The rich and beautiful Miss 
Mulhgalawncy, of Portland Place, is to be speedily united to 
Colonel Claw, KXR ‘ Jlamls ' 
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4 You will scircely jraps reckonne in this little skitch the 
haltered limmmts of \ w «tn woos fice the rulers of your valluble 
nuslny were once fimih ir -the unfortnt J< ani< s dc la Plucht, 
fonply so selabraud in tl« fashnabble suckles now the pore 
Jeanses Plush, landlord of the Wheel of I ortune public house. 
Yes that is me! that is m\ hivpun which I weir as becomes a 
publican — those is the checkers which hornyment the pillows of 
my dor 1 am like th< Romm Genral, St Cenoius, equal to 
any emudgcncy of Fortu 1 , who have drunk Sham pang in 
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my time, Aint now abcv drormg a $ pint of Small Bier As for 
my wife— that Angel— I ve not ventured to depigt her Fan ay 
her a slim tn tjie Bar, snulin like a sun-flower — and , ho, dear 
Punch/ happy in nussmg a deer htfle darlint totsywotsy of a 
Je imes, with my air to a curl and my i s to a T l ^ 

•' I never thought l should hive been injmeed to write any- 
thing but a Bill agin, much less to edress >ou on Railway Subj't 



—which with all my sole l a/aw Railway letters, obbhgat ons 
to pay hup ginteal inquirys x* to my Salissator’s name, &c. &c , 
1 dopizc and scorn orttlv But as a man, an usbnd, a hither, 
and i freebon Bnlln my jewty compels me to come forwoods, 
and igspress mv opinion upon that nashnai netesarue— the 
brCitk of Gage 
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** An interesting ewent in ft noble family with which I once 
very nearly had the boner of being kinected, acurd a few weex 

sins, when the Lady Angelina S , daughter of the Carl of 

B— cres, presented the gallant Caplin g, her us band, with a 
Son & hair Nothink would satasfy her 2 -adyship hut that her 
old 2 nd attacht /amdyshnmber, my wife Mary Hann Plush, 

should be presnt upon this hospiciotis occasion Capting S 

was not jellus of me on account of my former attachment to his 
Lady I consented that my Mary Hann should attend her, and 
me, my wife, and our dear babby acawdmgly set out for our 
goable frond s residence, Homymoon Lodge, near Cheltenham 

#, Sick of all Ruilroads myself, I wisht to poast it in a Chay 
and 4, but Mary Hann, with the hobstenacy of her Sex, was 
bent upon Railroad travelling, and I yealded, like all hu&binds 
We set out by the Great Vi estn in an oavlc Hour 

•' We didn t take much luggitch -my w ife s things in the ushal 
bandboxes —mine in a potmancho Our deir little James 
Angelos (called so in complamtnt to his noble Godnmmma) 
craddle, and a small supply of a few 100 weight of lopsan- 
bawterm, tannashious food, and Lady's fingirs, for tint dear 
child, who is now 6 months old, with a ferdidgovt appatiU 
Likewise we were charged with a bran new Medsnn chest for 
my I -ad) from Skivarv A Moms containing enough nwbuh. 
Daffy s Almr, Godfrey s caw die, w ith a few score of parsles for 
Lady Hangt Una s family and ow&chald , about 3000 spessyrama 
of Babby hnnmg from Mrs Hummarys, m Regent Street, a 
Chayny C resning bowl from old Lady lUreacrcs, (lag enough to 
immus a llaldcrmon). & a case marked ‘ Glass, from her lady- 
ships meddiclc man, which were stowed away together , had to 
this an ormylew ( radle, with rose colourtd Satting & Pink lace 
hangings, held up by a gold tuttle dove, &c We had, inglud- 
ing James Hangelo's rattle & my unbrellow 73 packidges in all 

11 We got on veiv well as far as Swindon, where in the 
Splendid Refreshment room, thufe was a galaxy of lovely gals 
in cottn velvet sptneers, who serves out the soop, and % of 
whom maid an impresshn upon this Art which 1 shoodn't like 
Mary Hann to know — and here, to our mfamt disgust, we 
changed camdgcs. 2 forgot to say that wc were In the 
secknd class, having with us James Hangelo, and other 
Ught harttclcs 

•' f ust inconvemance , and almost as bad as break of gage 
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I cast my hi upon the gal in cottn velvet and wanted some 
soop of coarse , hut waning up James Hangelo (who was layin 
his dear little pore on an Am Sangwidg) and seeing my igspre&shn 
of hi— ‘James, says Mary liann, instead of looking at that 
voung lady— and not 'so vtry young neither— he pleased to took 
to our packidges & place thi m in the other camdgr I fed so 

with an evy Art 1 cringed them 23 articles in the opsit 
carridg only missing my umlx «, I la & baby s rattle , and jest as 
1 came back for my baysn of soop the beast of a bell rings, 
Ibc whizsling injians prod lyms the time of our departure,— & 
firewell soop and iottn vclvit Mary Hann was sulky 
said it was my losing the umbmlli If it had been a cotton 
* flvet umbmlta 1 could have understood James Hangelu sittn 
rn my knei was evidently unwtll , without his cord , k for ao 
nuks that blcs&id b ibby ktp up a raw ring whuli caused all the 
passing! rs to simpithuc with him igsccdingly 

' Wt arrive at Glosiei and there tansy mv disgust u bun 
nblugul to undergo another change of tirndgis' 1 ansy me 
holding up moughs tippits, clocks and baskils, and Janus 
I lang< lo rawring still like nnd, and pretending to shupermtend 
the carrying over of our luggage from the broad gage to the 
narrow gage ‘Miry Hann, says 1 , rot to despeiahon, 'I 
sliall throttle* this darling if he goes on * IX) says she— and 
CO mto the refreshment room says she— a suite bin the babby 
out of my arms 1 )o go, sa>s she ' yourt not fit to look after 
luggage, and she began lulling James llingclo to sleep with one 
hi while she looked afbr the pickets with the other Now, 
«ir * if you pleast mind that packet '—pretty darling— easy with 
that box sir, it s g] iss - pooooty poppet— where s the deal case, 
marked arrow toot No J4 ? she cried reading out of a list she 
h id — And poor little James went to sleep l be porters were 
bundling and cirtmg the vinous hamcles with no more cere- 
mony than it each package hid been of cannon ball 
* At lest— bang goes 1 package marked ‘OLis- and con 
mining the lhayny bowl and Ladv Bart acres mixture Into % 
large white bandbox with a crash and a smash ‘Its Mv 
1 advN box from Cnnolme s ’ cncs Mary Hann and she puts 
clown the child on the bench and rushes forward to inspeck 
tl t d immidge You could hear the (. tuiynv bowls cbnking 
inside, and Ladv II s mixture (which hid the igsack smell of 
cmct-) brand v) was dribbling out over the smashed bandbox 
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containing a white child's cloak, trimmed with Blown luce and 
lined wnh white satung. 

u As James was asleep, and T was by this time uncommon 
hungry, I thought 1 would go into the Refreshment Room and 
just take a little soup , so I wrapped him* up m his cloak and 
laid ftfcn ljy his mamma ind went off 1 here s not near such 
good attendance as it Sw mdon 11 

“Wp took our plates in the carmge in the dark both of 
us covered with a pik of packages, ind Mary Haim so sulky 
that she would not sjxak for some minutes At last she spoke 
out— 

*' lUvt \oii all the small pi nils’’ 

'"ImnU tliref in all s ry s J 

’ Fh( n gne me baby 

4 *<>ive vou whit? sivs 1 
<*iv< mi bil<v 

* What haun t v \ yoo«>o got him* r i\s I 

“ O Mussy I You should hasr hi ird her srtak * He'd It ft 
him on the ledge at (1 loiter 

* It all came of the break of gige * 
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“ Dfar Mr Plnch — \.s newmarus inquiries hftie been maid 
both at my pm it rcssddmn. ' I he Wheel of 1 ortunc* Oul, 
and at your Hoffis regarding th* fati of thit dear f*d)by ( James 
Hangelo, whose pnmmituic dissapprirni^ tiused such hignies 
to bis distracted pirents I must lx»gg diarSir, the permission 
toockupy a part of your valuW toll uns onu more, and hease 
the public mind ilxnMm bkssirl !k>\ 

"^Victims of that ni&hml cusi th< Broken f»i£C, me ind 
Mrs Plush was left in t e trim to ( hUtt nham soughring from 
that most disignetblc of complaints a halmost broken Art 
The okreems of Mrs Jcimes might be said ilrnost to out Y the 
squeel of the dying is we rusht into that fashnible Spaw anil 
my pore Mary Hann found it was not Baby , but bundles I had 
m my iapp 



LEFT EXL$ OF JEAMES 


362 


" When the Old Dowidger Lady Bareacres, who wu wiuting 
hcagerly.at the tram herd that owing to that abawminable 
brake of Gage the luggitch, her Ladyship s C herry brandy box, 
the cradle for l<ady H angel ina s baby, the lace, crockary and 
chany, was rejuiced lo one munortial smash , the old cat howld 
at me and pore dear Mary Hann ns if it was huss, Ad not 
the mfunnlt Brake of Gage, w is to blame , and as if we ad no 
nnsfortas of our how n to d< plaw Mu ljust out about my stupid 
unparence, called Mary II inn a good for nothmk treechir, 
and wep, and abt wsd, and took on about her broken Chayny 
Bowl, a great dc tl mor than she did about a dear little Chris- 
tian child Don t talk to me abowt sour bratt of a babhy ' 
(se>lic ) , where s my U>wl ? - w here s my medsan w here s my 
bt wttffh Pint hcc ? - \U m rewins through your stupiddaty you 
brute you * * 

' ' Bring your haction aginst the Great 'Western, Maam,’ says 
I, quae nkd by this crewel vnd unftahng hold wixen Ask 
th< p-iwt«rs at Gloster, why your goods is spiled- its not the 
fust turn, the > v< been tshtd the question Git the gage haltered 
aginst the nex time you send for median- and mem wild buy 
some at the Plow — they keep it very good and strong there, 
1 11 be hound Has for us, v* re a going bach to the eussid 
station at Gloster in such of our bltssid child ' 

** \ou don t mean to snv \oung woman, seshe, ‘ that you ic 
not going to 1 adv llangtlina what s her dear boy to do* 
who s to miss it ? 

*' * )ou nuss it Maam siys I Me and Mary Hann return 
this monunt by the I lv And so (w lushing her a suckastic njt w ) 
Mrs Jcarnes and t lep into a one oss wcakle, and told the 
dnvtr to go hke m id Lick to Glost< r 

* 1 cint describe my pore gals hagny junng our nde She 
sat m the carndge as silent as a milestone, and as roadd as 
a march Air W hen w e got to Gloster she sprang bout of it 
as wild as a Tigris, and rusht Lo the Wtion, up to the fade 
Bench 

14 * My child, my child, shreex she in A boss hot voice 
• Where s my infant? a little liewtiAe child, with blue eyes, — 
dear Mr Policeman, give n me — a thousand guineas for it 

* I ux, Mam, sav» the man, a Hinshman, and the dtwle 
a babhy have I seen this day except thirteen of my own-suid 
you re welcome to anv one of them, and krndl) r 



MR* JEAMfcS AC AIN. 565 

M 'As if kis babby was equal to ours/ as my darling Mary 
Hann said, afterwards All the station was scrougmg round 
us by this time— pawters & done and refrcs^mim people and 
all * What's this year row about that there babby?' at last 
says tjje Inspector, stepping hup I thought my wife was going 
to jump mto his harms Have you got him ? says she. 

44 * Was it a child in a blue cloak ? says be 
41 4 And blue eyes 1 ' s iy s my wife 

" VI put a label on him and sent hun on to Bristol, ht s 
there by this time Hie Guard of the M ul took him and put 
]£n mto a letter-box,' says he, 4 he went so minutes ago 
We found him on tht broad gauge line, and sent him on by 
it, in course, says he And it 11 ht a caution to yon young 
woman for the future, 10 label your children along with the 
rtst of your luggage ’ 

"If my pigumirv means had been such is ome they was 
\ou may tmadguK Id base ad a spcslile tram and been hoir 
like smoxk \s it was, wc was obhgtd to wait 4 rnortul 
hours for the next trim (4 cirs thev seemed to us), and then 
away we went 

44 ' My boy I my little boy ! siys poor choking Mary II inn, 
when we got there * A part* l in a blue iloak ? says the man 
4 No body claimed him hert, and wc sent him back by the 
mail An lush nurse h*re gave him sonic supper, and he a. 
at Paddington hv this turn Yts, says lie, looking at the 
clock, hes betn tht re ihcs< tin minutes 

* But su mg m> poor will s distracted htstamclc stale, Um 
good naterd man say* I think, my d*nr then's 1 way to 
ease your mind Wt II know in five mmutt s how be is 
"'Ssu, says she, 4 don t nuke sport of m« 

* f 4 No, my dcir, well telfqraph h m 

** And he began hopparittng on that singlar and ingenus 
elecktncle uiwcntion^which amlmtes tinu, and tames intella- 
gence in the twmklrrqf of a peg post 
M 4 1 11 ask, SB)S he for child marked (j W 473 
44 Back comes tht telegraph with the sign 4 All right * 

41 4 Ask what hes doing, sir says mv wife, quite amazed 
Back comes the answer m a Jiffy— 

"'CRYING' 

4 This caused all the bystanders to laugh excep my pore 
k Mary Hann, who pull d a very sad face 
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“The good naterd feller presently said, 'he'd veSSfcotber 
tnlc, and what dye Uunk was the answer? I'm blest If it 
wasn't — 

PAP' 

"He was eating pap I There's for you— there's & rogue 
for >ou~ther*s a March of Intafeckl Marjr Hann Smiled 
now for the fust time. ‘He'll sleep now, says she \nd 
she sat down with a full hart 


"If hever that good naterd Hhoopenntendent comes to 
London he need never ask loi his skort at the ‘ Wheel J bf 
Fortune Otel * I promise you ~whi*ri me and my wife and 
/tunes Hangelo no\* is, and win rt only jtsbrday a gent 
tamt in and drew a patur of us in our l*ir 

"And it thtv go on bn iking g«igis r ancl if the child the 
most precious luggidgt of the Henghshman is to be bundled 
about this year way, whj it wont b* for want of warning, 
bo tii from Professor Harris the ( oinmi&sion and from 

" My dear Mr Putu h s obuijent servant, 

" Jlames PLUSH ” 


THE END. 
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